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JULIUS    CiESAR. 


This  tragedy  was  neither  printed  nor  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  till  162S. 
It  was  probably  composed  about  the  year  1607.  From  the  words  of  Polonius 
in  Hamlet,  who  says  that,  when  in  the  aniversity  "  he  did  enact  JuHus  Cesar," 
it  seems  probable  that  an  English  play  on  this  subject  had  appeared  before 
Shakspeare  commenced  a  writer  for  the  stage. 

A  Latin  play  on  the  death  of  Cssar  was  acted  at  Christ's  Chnrch^  Ozfbrd,  so 
early  as  1589,  as  appears  firom  Peck's  CoUeeHon  of  divert  cwiout  fculorioal 
Pkeu,  &c.  (appended  to  his  Mmotrs,  &c.  of  Olivtr  CromwtU)  p.  14,  and  William 
Alexander,  afterwards  earl  of  Steiline,  wrote  a  tragedy  on  the  story,  and  with 
the  title  of  Julias  Cesar.  "  It  may  be  presumed,"  says  Malone,  "  that 
Shakspeare's  play  was  posterior  to  his ;  for  Lord  Sterline,  when  he  composed  his 
JaUas  Cesar,  was  a  very  young  author,  and  would  hardly  have  Tentnred  into 
that  circle,  within  which  the  most  eminent  dramatick  writer  of  England  had 
already  walked.  The  death  of  Cesar,  which  is  not  exhibited,  but  related  to 
the  audience,  forms  the  catastrophe  of  his-piece.  In  the  two  plays  many  pa- 
rallel passages  are  found,  which  might,  perhaps,  have  proceeded  only  from  the 
two  authors  drawing  firom  the  same  source." 

The  real  length  of  time  in  Julius  Cesar  is  as  follows :  About  the  middle  of 
February,  A.  U.  C.  709,  a  frantick  festiTal,  sacred  to  Pan,  and  called  loperca* 
lia,  was  held  in  honour  of  Cesar,  when  the  regal  crown  was  offered  to  him  by 
Antony.  On  the  15th  of  March  in  the  same  year,  he  was  slain.  November  S7, 
A.  D.  C.  710,  the  triumvirs  met  at  a  small  island,  formed  by  the  river  Rhenus, 
near  Bononia,  and  there  adjusted  their  cruel  proscription* — A.  U.  C.  711, 
Brutus  and  Cassius  were  defeated  near  Philippi. 


VOL.    VIT.  B 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


►  contpirators  again$t  Julius  Csesar. 


I 

Julius  Cjesab. 

OCTAVIUS  CiESAR,      '^        .  />      *JL    ^     ^j.     /-  1    r 

Marcus  Antonius,  i  '"'"^^'•'  '''^C^sL  ' 

M.  £mil.  Lepidus^  j 

Cicero,  Publius,  Popilius  Lis,ff  a,  senators. 

Marcus  Brutus, 

Cassius, 

Casca, 

Tbsbonius, 

Ligabius, 

Decius  Bbutus, 

Mbtellus  Cimbbr, 

CiNNA, 

Flavius  and  Marullus,  tribunes. 

Abtbmidobus,  a  sophist  of  Cnidos. 

A  Soothsayer. 

CiNNA,  a  poet.    Another  Poet. 

LuciLius,  TiTiNius,  Mbssala,  young  Cato,  and  Vo- 

LUMNius ;  friends  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Varbo,  Clitus,  Claudius,  Strato,  Lucius,  Darda- 

*  Nius ;  servants  to  Brutus. 
PiNDABUs,  servant  to  Cassius. 

Calphubnia,  wife  to  Ceesar. 
PoBTiA,  wife  to  Brutus. 

Senators,  Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,  S^c. 

ScBNB,  during  a  great  part  of  the  Play,  at  Rome;  ajier- 
wards  at  Sardis ;  and  fiear  Philippi. 


JULIUS    C^SAR. 


ACT  L 

Scene  !• — Rome.     A  Street.    . 
Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  a  Rabble  o/*Citi2ens.  ' 

Flav.  XI E  N  c  E ;  borne,  you  idle  ereatures,  get  you  home ; 
Is  this  a  holiday?  What!  know  you  not, 
Being  mechanical,  you  ought  not  walk. 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  sign 
Of  your  profession? — Speak,  what  trade  art  thou? 

1  CtV.  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy  rule  ? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  ? — 
You,  sir ;  what  trade  are  you  ? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman,  I  am 
but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou  ?  Answer  me  directly. 

2  Cit.  A  trade,  sir,  that,  I  hope,  I  may  use  with  a  safe 
conscience ;  which  is,  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad  soals. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave  ?  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade  ? 

2  Cit.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with  me :  yet, 
if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that?  Mend  me,  thou 
saucy  fellow  ? 

2  Cit.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobler,  art  thou  ? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is,  with  the  awl :  I 
meddle  with  no  tradesmen's  matters,  nor  women's  matters, 
but  with  awl/  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old  shoes ; 
when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re-cover  them.     As  pro- 

*  — —  I  mtddie  vith  no  tradeniun\  &c.]  This  should  be  <'  I  meddle  with  no 
iradet'ToSsk's  matter,  nor  woman's  matters,  but  with  aioi." — Farmbh. 
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4  JULIUS  C^SAR. 

per  men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather^  have  gone  upon 
my  handy-work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day  ?  • 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get  myself 
into  more  work.  But,  indeed,  sir,  we  make  holiday,  to 
see  Ceesar,  and  to  rejoice  in  his  triumph. 

Mar.  Wherefore  rejoice?  What  conquest. brings  he 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome,  [home? 

To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels? 
You  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  senseless  things ! 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompey?  Many  a  time  and  oft 
Have  you  climb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements. 
To  towers  and  windows,  yea,  to  chimney-tops. 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
The  live-long  day,  with  patient  expectation, 
To  see  great  Pompey  pass  the  streets  of  Rome : 
And  when  you  saw  his  chariot  but  appear. 
Have  you  not  made  an  universal  shout. 
That  Tyber  trembled  underneath  her  banks. 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your  sounds. 
Made  in  her  concave  shores  ? 
And  do  you  now  put  on  your  best  attire  ? 
And  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strew  flowers  in  his  way. 
That  comes  in  triumph  over  Pompey's  blood  ? 
Be  gone; 

Run  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  your  knees. 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  plague 
That  needs  must  light  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  go,  good  countrymen,  and,  for  this  fault. 
Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort ; 
Draw  them  to  Tyber  banks,  and  weep  your  tears 
Into  the  channel,  till  the  lowest  stream 
Do  kiss  the  most  exalted  shores  of  all.   [£reim/ Citizens. 
See,  whe'H^  their  basest  metal  be  not  mov'd ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Oo  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 

k wjb/r  — ]  i.  e.  W*Mt^* 


ACT  r— SCENE  II.  6 

This  way  will  I :  Disrobe  the  images^ 

If  you  do  find  them  deck'd  with  c^remonies.*^ 

Mar.  May  we  do  so? 
You  know,  it  is  the  feast  of  Lupercal. 

ITav.  It  is  no  matter ;  let  no  images 
Be  hung  with  Caesar's  trophies.     I'll  about. 
And  driye  away  th^  vulgar  from  the  streets : 
So  do  you  too,  where  you  perceive  them  tJiick. 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Caesar's  wing. 
Will  make  him  fly  «n  ordinary  pitch ; 
Who  else  would  soaf  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

The  Same,     A  publick  Place, 

Enter  in  Procession,  with  Musick,  Cjesar  ;  Antony,  ybr 
the  course;  Calphurnia,  Portia,  Decius,**  Cicero, 
Brutus,  Cassius,  and  Casca,  a  great  Croud  JoUow- 
ing;  among  them  a  Soothsayer. 

C(ts,  Calphurnia, — 

Casca,  Peace,  ho  !  Caesar  speaks. 

[Musick  cease$t 

Cos,  Calphurnia, — 

Cal,  Here  my  lord. 

Cas,  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way. 
When  he  doth  run  his  course. — Antonius. 

Ant,  Caesar,  my  lord. 

CtES,  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia :  for  our  elders  say. 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase. 
Shake  off  their  steril  curse," 

c         ■  ctmumtet.]  i.  e.  Honorary  ornaments ;  tokens  of  respect.— Galons. 

'  This  person  was  not  JUeitis,  but  Decimus  Brutus.  The  poet  (as  Voltaire 
has  done  since)  confoonds  the  characters  of  Marcus  and  Ueeimus.  Deeimus 
Brutus  was  the  most  cherished  by  Cciar  of  all  his  friends,  while  Maraa  kept 
aloof,  and  declined  so  lar|^  a  share  of  his  favours  and  honours,  as  the  other 
had  constantly  accepted.  Shakspeare's  mistake  of  Decius  for  Deeimus,  arose 
from  the  old  translation  of  Plutarch. — Farmeh. 

*  ThghaTren,touehed  in  this  holy  chase, 
Shakt  offthAr  sifirii  curie.]  "  At  that  time  the  feast  Lapercalia  was  cele- 
brated, the  which  in  olde  time  men  say  was  the  feast  of  shepherds  or  herdsmen, 


6  JULIUS  CiESAR. 

ArU,  I  shall  remember  : 

When  Ccesar  says^  Do  this,  it  is  performed. 

Cos.  Set  on ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.         [Musick. 

Sooth.  Caesar. 

Cos.  Ha !  Who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  be  still : — Peace  yet  again. 

[Mmick  ceases. 

Cos,  Who  is  it  in  the  press,  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  musick. 
Cry,  Caesar :  Speak  ;  Caesar  is  turn'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cos.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Bru.  A  soothsay er,  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cos.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  see  his  face. 

Cos.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng :  Look  upon  Caesar. 

CiM.  What  say'st  thou  to  me  now?  Speak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

C(ss.  He  is  a  dreamer ;  let  us  leave  him ; — pass. 

[Sennet.^    Exeunt  all  but  Bru.  and  Cas. 

Cos.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course? 

Bru.  Not  L 

Cas.  I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamesome :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Pf  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires ; 
I'll  leave  you. 

Cas.  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late : 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness,   , 
And  show  of  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  have: 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strangei^  a  hand 

and  is  moch  like  unto  the  feast  of  Lyceans  in  Arcadia.  But  bowsoeror  it 
is,  that  day  there  are  (iirerae  noble  men  s  sonnes,  young  men  (and  some  of  them 
magistrates  themselves  that  gorem  them),  which  run  naked  through  the  city, 
striking  in  sport  them  they  meet  in  their  way  with  leathern  thongs.  And  many 
noble  women  and  gentlewomen  also  go  on  purpose  to  stand  in  their  way,  and 
doe  pot  Torth  their  handes  to  be  stricken,  persuading  themsehres  that  being 
with  childe,  they  shall  have  |;ood  delirerie ;  and  also,  Ming  barren,  that  it  will 
wmke  them  conceire  with  child.  Cesar  sat  to  behold  that  qwrt  upon  the  pul- 
pit for  orations,  in  a  chayre  of  gold,  apparalled  in  triumphant  manner.  Anto- 
mos*  who  was  consul  at  ttaX  time,  was  one  of  them  that  tohm  this  holy  count.** 
PImiareh :  North's  translation. — M  a  lo  n  i.  ' 

f  Sennet.^  A  certain  set  of  notes  on  the  trumpet  or  comet,  different  from  a 
flourish. 
-    t  Urange — ]  i.  e.  Alien,  uufamiUar,  such  ab  might  become  a  Urangir. — 

JoflMSOM. 


ACT  L— SCENE  11. 

Oyer  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Cassius, 

Be  not  deceived :  If  I  have  Teil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.    Vexed  I  am. 
Of  late,  with  passions  of  some  difference,^ 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself. 
Which  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  behaviours : 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  grievM ; 
(Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one ;) 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect. 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war. 
Forgets  the  show  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cos.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  passion ;' 
By  means  whereof,  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius  :  for  the  eye  sees  not  itself. 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Cas.  'Tisjust: 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mimrs,  as  will  fum 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  your  eye. 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Ccesar,)  speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke. 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  ^yes. 

Bru»  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Cassius, 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear : 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass. 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  be  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus : 

^ pattioM  ofiome  differenct,"]  With  a  fluctuation  of  dUcordant  opiniont 

and  desires. — ^Johnson.  • 

-  ^  —  your  jHUMu  ;]  i.  e.  The  nature  of  thefeefings  from  which  yon  are  now 

itt^mn^.~-STXBTBNS.  . . ,    . 


8  JULIUS  C^SAR, 

Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love  ^ 
To  every  new  protester ;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard. 
And  after  scandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[27otirtsA,  and  zhcmi* 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting  ?  I  do  fear  the  people 
Choose  Ceesar  for  their  king. 

Cos.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it  ? 

Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so.  ^ 

Bru,  I  would  not,  Cassius ;  yet  I  love  him  well : — 
But  wherefore  do  ypu  hold  me'  here  so  long  ? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me  ? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i'  the  other. 
And  I  will  look  on  both  indifferently  : 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  honour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Cos.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. — 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  but,  for  my  single  self, 
I  had  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  myself. 
I  was  bom  free  as  CsBsar ;  so  were  you  : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  and  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day. 
The  troubled  Tyber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
CsBsar  said  to  me,  Dar*st  thou,  Cassius,  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  Jlood, 
And  swim  to  yonder  point  ?  -^Upon  the  word, 
Accouter'd  as  I  was,  I  plunged  in. 
And  bade  him  follow  :  so,  indeed,  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 

k  r.>  ttmU  v'ak  ordinary  oathi  my  Uwt,  &c.]  To  invita  every  ntw  protaUr  to  my 
AfitolioB  by  th«  tuU  or  aUorancnt  of  eutiomary  o*ths^— JoHVtov. 
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With  lusty  sinews ;  throwing  it  aside 

And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy. 

But  ere  we  could  arriye  the  point  proposed, 

Caesar  cry'd^  Help  me,  Cassius,  or  I  sink. 

I,  as  ^neaSf  our  great  ancestor, 

Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so,  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 

Did  I  the  tired  Ceesar  :  And  this  man 

Is  now  become  a  god  ;  and  Cassius  is 

A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body. 

If  Ceesar  carelessly  bu^nod  on  him. 

He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 

And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

How  he  did  shake :  'tis  true,  this  god  did  shake : 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly ; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world. 

Did  lose  his  lustre :  I  did  hear  him  groan : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas !  it  cried.  Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius, 

As  a  sick  girl.    Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  ^  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestick  world. 

And  bear  the  palm  alone.*"  {Shout.    Flourish. 

Bru.  Another  general  shout ! 
I  do  believe,  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Ceesar. 

Cos.  Why,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world, 
like  a  Colossus ;  and  we  petty  men  s 

Walk  under  his  huge  leg-:and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Ceesar :  What  should  be  in  that'Caesar? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than  yours  ? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 

> temper  —  ]  i.  e.  Temperament,  constUutum. 

■  So  get  the  ttart  cfthe  majetAck  icorld. 
Ana  bear  the  palm  aUme,]  This  image  is  extremely  noble :  it  is  taken  from 
the  Olympic  games. — Warbvrton. 
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Sound  them>  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well ; 

Weigh  them^  it  is  as  heavy  :  conjure  with  them, 

Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Ccesar.  [SkouL 

Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once. 

Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caesar  feed. 

That  he  is  grown  so  great  ?  Age,  thou  art  sham'd : 

Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods ! 

When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 

But  it  was  fam'd  with  more  than  with  one  man  ? 

When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talkM  of  Rome, 

That  her  wide  walks  encompassed  but  one  man  ? 

Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough. 

When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 

O !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say. 

There  was  a  Brutus  once,°  that  would  have  brook'd 

The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 

As  easily  as  a  king. 

Bru,  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealous ; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim ;° 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 
I  shall  recount  hereafter ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  might  entreat  you. 
Be  any  further  movM.     What  you  have  said, 
I  will  consider ;  what  you  have  to  say, 
I  will  with  patience  hear :  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  answer,  such  high  things. 
TiU  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this  ;<* 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager. 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cas.  I  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  thus  much  shew  of  fire  from  Brutus. 

■ 

Ke-efUer  Cjesar,  and  his  Train. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Cassar  is  returning. 
Cas.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  sleeve  ; 

■  There  was  a  lirutHS  once^l  i.  e.  Luciu*  Junius  BnitUB. 

" aim  ,]  i.  e.  Guest. 

f  — —  chew  upon  this;]  Cooffi«ler  cbu  at  luuiure ;  rutninate  on  thu. — John  to  v. 
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And  he  will^  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded^  worthy  note,  to-day. 

jBru.  I  will  do  so : — But,  look  you^  Cassius, 
The  angry  spot  doth  grow  on  Ccesar's  brow. 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  tVain : 
Calphumia's  cheek  is  pale;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  "^  and  such  fiery  eyes. 
As- we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  crossed  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cos.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

C(ES,  Antonius. 

Ant.  Ccesar. 

Cos.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat ; 
Sleek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'nights : 
Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  Ceesar,  he's  not  dangerous ; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Cos.  'Would  "he  were  fatter  i:— But  I  fear  him  not : 
Yet  if  fny  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Caissius.     He  reads  much ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  plays. 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  musick  : 
Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort. 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scorn'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease. 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves ; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd. 
Than  what  I  fear,  for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf. 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think'st  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Cjesar  and  his  Train.     Casca  stays 
beMnd. 

Casca.  You  puU'd  me  by  the  cloak ;  Would  you  speak 
with  me  ? 

q ftmt  — ]  A  ferret  has  red  eyes. — ^Johnsox. 
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Bru.' Ay,  Casca;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day. 
That  Ceesar  looks  so  sad  ? 

Casca,  Why  you  weVe  with  him,  were  you  not  ? 

Bru.  I  should  not^  then  ask  Casca  what  hath  chanc'd. 

Casca.  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him :  and  being 
offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  thus; 
and  then  the  people  fell  a'  shouting. 

Bru,  What  was  the  second  noise  for  ? 

Casca,  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cas,  They  shouted  thrice ;  What  was  the  last  cry  for  ? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru,  Was  the  crown  offer'd  him  thrice  ? 

Casca,  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  erevy 
*  time  gentler  than  other :  and  at  every  putting  by,  mine 
honest  neighbours  shouted. 

Cas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 

Cased.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru,  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged,  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 
it  was  mere  foolery.  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  saw  Mark 
Antony  offer  him  a  crown ; — yet  'twas  not  a  crown  neither, 
Hw&s  one  of  these  coronets  / — and,  as  I  told  you,  he  put 
it  by  once ;  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  he  would 
fain  have  had  it.  Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again ;  then 
be  put  it  by  again :  but  to  my  thinking,  he  was  very  loath 
to  lay  his  fingers  off  it.  And  then  he  offered  it  the  third 
time ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by :  and  still  as  he  refused 
it,  the  rabblement  hooted,  and  clapped  their  chopped 
bands,  and  threw  up  their  sweaty  night-caps,  and  uttered 
such  a  deal  of  stinking  breath  because  Ceesar  refused  the 
crown,  that  it  had  almost  choked  Caesar ;  for  he  swooned, 
and  fell  down  at  it :  And  for  mine  own  part,  I  durst  not 
laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the 
bad  air. 

Cas.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you :  What?  Did  Caesar  swoon? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed  at 
mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru,  Tis  very  like  :  he  hath  the  falling  sickness. 

r  —^  thue  coronets ; — ]  So  in  the  old  trasilation  of  Plutarch : — "  he  oune  to 
Cciar  and  prcflentad  hiAi  a  diad«m  wreathed  abeat  with  laurel.^ — Stiivins. 
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Cos,  No,  Csesar  hath  it  Dot ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling  sickness. 

Casca,  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but  I  ani 
sure,  Caesar-  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap 
him,  and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased,  and  displeased 
them,  as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I  am 
no  true  man.' 

Bru.  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

Casca,  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceiy'd 
the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he 
plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and  offered  them  his  throat 
to  cut.— An  I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,^  if  I 
would  not  have  tak«n  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go 
to  hell  amT>ng  the  rogues: — and  so  he  fell.  When  be 
came  to  himself  again,  he  said.  If  he  had  done,  or  sfiid, 
any  thing  amiss,  he  desired  their  worships  to  think  it  was 
his  infirmity.  Three  or  four  wenches,  where  I  stood, 
cried,  Alas,  good  soul! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their 
hearts :  But  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  of  them :  if  Cssar 
had  stabbed  their  mothers,  they  would  hs^ve  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sa4i  awayf 

Casca.  Ay. 

Cas.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing? 

Casca»  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cas.  To  what  effect  ? 

Casca.  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  I'll  ne'er  look  you  i'  the 
face  again :  But  those,  that  underst5od  him,  smiled  at 
one  another,  and  shook  their  heads :  but  for  mine  own 
part,  it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news 
too :  MaruUus  and  Flavins,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Csesar's 
images,  are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you  well.  There  was 
more  foolery  yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cas.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca  ? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cas.  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cas.  Good ;  I  will  expect  you. 

• trut  man,']  i.  e.  Honett  man, 

^ a  man  of  any  occvpation,'\  Had  I  been  a  mechanick,  one  of  the  pie- 

beiani  to  whom  he  offered  his  throat. — Johnson. 
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Casca.  Do  so  :  Farewell  both.  [JEIrfV  Casca. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be  ?  • 
He  was  quick  mettle^  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cos.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprize. 
However  he  puts  on  this  .tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  good  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru,  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  you : 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will,  t 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

Ctu.  I  will  do  so  : — till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[Exit  Brutus. 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble ;  yet,  I  see. 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  dispos'd  :*  Therefore  'tis  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes  : 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  seduc'd  ? 
Caesar  doth  bear  me  hard  :"  But  he  loves  Brutus  : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
He  should  not  humour  me."     I  will  this  night. 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw. 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens. 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name ;  wherein  obscurely 
Ceesar's  ambition  shall  be  glaticed  at : 
And,  after  this,  let  Ccesar  seat  him  sure ; 
For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure.  lExii. 

*  Thy  hotumrahU  mttai  WMy  b€  wrcught 
From  that  it  ii  ditpoi'd:]  The  best  metal  or  ttmper  may  be  worked  into  qmk- 
Htiee  contrary  to  its  original  constitution. — Jobmson.  Ditpottd  is  for  dupoiM  to : 
we  liave  many  instances  of  a  similar  phraseology. — Ma  lone. 

T  -— ~.  doih  btar  ms  httrd:]  i.  e.  Has  an  unfavoarable  opinion  of  me.— 
Stbxtins. 

"Jfl  wer§  Brutut  now,  and  hs  %oer€  Casdus, 
He  ihouU.  not  humour  me.]  The  meaning,  I  think,  is  this :  Ctfior  loves  Bru- 
tut, but  if  Brutut  and  J  were  to  change  placet,  hit  love  thould  not  humour  ms, 
should  not  take  hold  of  my  affection,  so  as  to  make  me  forget  my  principles. — 
Johnson.  • 
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SCENE  III, 

The  same.     A  Street, 

Jliunder  and  Idgkining.  Enter,  from  opposite  sides,  Casca, 
with  his  Sword  drawn,  and  Cicebo. 

Cic.  Good  even,  Casca  :  Brought  you  Ceesar  home?^ 
Why  are  you  breathless  ?  and  why  stare  you  so  ? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth' 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  O  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  wiqds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds  : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven ; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods. 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonderful  ? 
.  Casca.  A  common  slave  (you  know  him  well  by  8ight,y 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame,  and  bum 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd ;  and  yet  his  hand. 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remained  unscorch'd. 
Besides,  (I  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword,) 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion. 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by. 
Without  annoying^me :  And  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  fear ;  who  swore,  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And^  yesterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  sit. 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting,  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 

« Brought  you  C^aar  home  ?]  i.  e.  Did  you  attend  Cssar  home  1 

X sway  of  earth  — ]  The  'whole  weight  or  momentum  of  this  globe.— 

JOUNSON. 

y  A  common  dave  (you  htuno  him  well  by  sight)']  So  in  the  old  translation  of  Plu- 
tarch : — "  A  slave  of  the  souldieis  that  did  cast  a  marvelous  bumine  flame  out 
of  his  hande,  insomuch  as  they  that  saw  it,  thought  he  had  been  burnt ;  but 
when  the  fire  was  out»  it  was  found  he  had  no  hurt." — Steevens. 
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Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say. 
These  are  their  reasons, — They  are  natural: 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic,  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time : 
But  men  may  construe  things  after  their  fashion. 
Clean  *  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Cssar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  ? 

Casca.  He  doth  ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-morrow. 

Cic.  Good  night  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  in. 
.  Casca.  Farewell  Cicero.  [Exit  Cicebo. 

Enter  Cassius. 

Cas.  Who's  there  ? 

Casca.  A  Roman. 

Cas.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca.  Your  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what  night  is  this  ? 

Cas.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men.  • 

Casca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so  ? 

Cas.  Those,  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets. 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbrac'd,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  barM  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone  :^ 
And,  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  Very  flash  of  it. 

Casca.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt  the  heavens? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble. 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  us.  *    ,     . 

Cas.  You  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not :  You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder. 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens  : 

*  CiMfi— ]  i.  e.  Altogether,  tntinly. 

h tlmnd$r'Stone :]  A  tUme  fabolouily  tappotedio  be  ditduurged  by  Uiuii- 

der. — STiiTByi. 
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Bat  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause. 
Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts. 
Why  birds,  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind  ;* 
Why  old  men,  fools,  and  children  calculate  :* 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance. 
Their  natures,  and  pre-formed  faculties. 
To  monstrous  quality ;  why,  you  shall  find. 
That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  spirits. 
To  make  them  instruments  of  fear,  and  warning, 
Unto  some  monstrous  state.     Now  could  I,  Casca, 
Name  to  thee  a  man  most  like  this  dreadful  night ; 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roars 
As  doth  the  lion  in  the  Capitol : 
A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself,  or  me,' 
In  personal  action;  yet  prodigious^  grown. 
And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Casca,  'Tis  Ceesar  that  you  mean :  Is  it  not,  Cassius  ? 

Cas.  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thewes®  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors; 
But,  woe  the  while !  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  mothers'  spirits ; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Casca.  Indeed,  they  say,  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Caesar  as  a  king  ; 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea,  and  land. 
In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cas.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then ; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius : 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass. 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron. 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars. 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself.  ^ 

^  Why  6tn2f ,  and  6«asti,  from  quality  and  kind ;  &c.]  That  ib,  Why  Uiey  deviaU 
from  quality  and  natnre.— Jobnson. 

c  .  eaicuUueil  i.  e.  Forettl  or  prophesy.  This  use  of  the  word  is  taken 
from  the  technical  tenn  of  eaUulmting  a^ruitivity, 

* prodigunu — ]  i.  e.  Porlmtout. 

• thewa — ]  An  obsolete  word  implying  nerve$  or  mtueular  strtngth. — 

firiE^BKS. 
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If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides. 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure. 

Casca.  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cos.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant  then? 
Poor  man!  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf. 
But  that  he  sees,  the  Romans  are  but  sheep : 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  the  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin  it  with  weak  straws :  What  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Caesar?  But,  O,  grief! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me?  I,  perhaps,  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman :  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made  */  But  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Casca.  You  speak  to  Casca ;  and  to  such  a  man^ 
That  is  no  fleering  tell-tale.    Hold  my  hand  :* 
Be  factious**  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs ; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far. 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cas.  There's  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo  with  me,  an  enterprize 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey*s  porch :  For  now,  this  fearful  night. 
There  is  no  stir,  or  walking  in  the  streets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
Is  favour*d,^  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

'  My  aniwer  mtue  be  tnadi:^  I  shall  be  called  to  mocoont,  and  mnet 
at  for  teditioos  wordi.—- Johmson. 

f Hold  my  hand ;] — u  the  tame  as,  Hen^i  1113^  hand, — JoBNioif . 

^ faetwui — ]  i.  e.  Aetivt,  tajrt  Dr.  Johmon.    Does  it  not  rather  mean 

elamonmtl 

I  Js/avottr*d,'\  i.  e.  It  likt  in  apptaraiwt  or  ciimNtoNOiM«.^^TSif  bms. 
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Enter  Cimna. 

# 

duca.  Stand  close  awhile^  for  here  comes  one  in  haste, 

Cos,  Tis  Cimia,  I  know  him  by  his  gait ; 
He  is  a  friend* — Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 

Cin.  To  find  out  you:  Who's  that?  Metellus  Cimbert 

C€is,  No,  it  is  Casca ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cinna? 

Cin.  I  am  glad  on't.    What  a  fearful  night  is  this  ? 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cos.  Am  I  not  staid  for,  Cinna  ?  Tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes, 

You  are.     O,  Cassius,  if  you  could  but  win 
The  noble  Brutus  to  our  party- 

Cos.  Be  you  content :  Good  Cinna,  take  this  paper» 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  prstor's  chair, 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window :  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

Cm.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber ;  and  he's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.    Well,  I  will  hie. 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Com.  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre. 

[Exit  Cinna. 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will,  yet,  ere  day. 
See  Brutus  at  his  house :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already ;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Casca*  O,  he  sits  high,  in  all  the  people's  hearts : 
And  that,  which  would  appear  ofience  in  us. 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchymy. 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness. 

Cos.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him. 
You  haye  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go. 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day. 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [Exeunt. 
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'  ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — Thetame.    Brutus's  OrcAcrrf. 

Enter  Brutus. 

Bru.  What,  Lucius !  ho ! — 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars. 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day.— Lucius,  I  say ! — 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when?J  Awake,  I  say:  What,  Lucius! 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Caird  you,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exii. 

Bru,  It  must  be  by  his  death  :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him, 
But  for  the  general.    He  would  be  crown'd : — 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the  question* 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him? — ^That; — 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  sting  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with.  \ 

The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse^  from  power:  And,  to  speak  truth  of  Cssar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
More  than  his  reason.    But  'tis  a  common  proof,' 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
.Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face : 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back. 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees* 
By  which  he  did  ascend :  So  Cssar  may ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  sinc6  the  quarrel 

i  Wktn,  Lueiui,  when  T\  This  ezdamatioii  of  impadence  has  already  occarx«d 
in  King  Kickard  IL — Stbivbns. 
^  Rtmorm — ]  i.  e.  PUy,  Undtmtu, 

' common  jfroof,']  i.  e.  A  mattgr  proved  by  common  expiritnee. — M.  Maiok . 

*  —  hatt  digrmt—}  u  e.  Low  ite/w. — Jobnson. 
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Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is^ 

Fashion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is^  augmented; 

Would  run  to  these,  and  these  extremities  i 

And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg. 

Which,  hatch'd,  would,  as  his  kind,"  grow  mischievous ; 

And  kill  him  in  the  shell. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up ;  and,  I  am  sure. 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru»  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru.  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc.  I  will,  sir.  lExit. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  Letter,  and  reads. 
Brutus,  thou  steepest;  awake,  and  see  thyself. 
Shall  Rome,  S^c.     Speak,  strike,  redress ! 

Brutus^  thou  sleep^st:  awake, 

Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 

Where  I  have  took  them  up. 

Shall  Rome,  S^c    Thus  must  I  piece  it  out : 

Shall  Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe?    What!  Rome? 

My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Rome 

The  Tarquin  drive^  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 

Speak,  strike,  redress  I — Am  I  entreated  then 

To  speak,  and  strike  ?  O  Rome !  I  make  thee  promise. 

If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 

Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

[Knock  within. 

Bru.  'Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate ;  somebody  knocks. 

[Exit  Lvcivs. 

*  ——  Of  hii  fctnd J  i.  e.  According  to  hit  iiotttrf.— Johnson. 
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Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  CsBsar, 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasmal  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments. 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man,*" 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius^  at  the  door. 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru.  Is  he  alone? 

Luc.  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 

Luc.  No,  sir ;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about  their  ears. 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks. 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour.' 

Bru^  Let  them  enter.  [JEIxtf  Lucius. 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy ! 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  night. 
When  evils  are  most  free  ?     O,  then,  by  day. 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage  1    Seek  none,  conspiracy  ^ 
Hide  it  in  smiles,  and  affability : 
For  if  thou  path,  thy  native  semblance  on,* 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

« phaniaima,']  "  A  pkantatma/*  tayi  BaUokar,  in  bU  EngM  Egpatit0r, 

16X6,  *'  is  ft  TiaioD,  or  imagined  appeaxanoe." — ^Malokb. 

P  The  gmuui,  and  ths  mcrtaL  uutrumenti, 

Ar$  thin  in  eouneU ;]  Shakfpeara  it  describing  what  panel  in  a  nngle  boeom, 
'  the  innirrtetum  which  a  conspirator  feels  agitating  the  little  king<u»m  of  his 
own  mind ;  when  the  geniut  or  power  that  watches  for  his  protection,  and  the 
SMTfai  inttnunmUi,  the  passions,  which  excite  him  to  a  deed  of  horror  and  dan- 
ger, are  in  cooncil  and  debate ;  when  the  desire  of  action  and  the  care  of 
safety,  keep  the  mind  in  continual  fluctuation  and  disturbance. — JonNsoit. 

q Inrcther  Camut — ]  He  married  Junta,  Bniius's  sister. — Stsxvens. 

>^  —  any  mark  of  favour,']  Any  distinction  of  countenance.— Joukson. 

•  For  if  lAiott  path,  thy  natiie  ttmMance  on,]  If  thou  walk  in  thy  true  form« — 
Jovvsoic. 
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Enter  Cassius^  Cabca,  Deciub,  Cinna,  Mbtbllus 

CiMBER,  and  Trebonios. 

Cos.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good  morrow,  Brutus ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour;  awake,  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men,  that  come  along  with  you  ? 

Cos.  Yes,  every  man  of  them ;  and  no  man  here« 
But  honours  you :  and  every  one  doth  wish» 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself. 
Which  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cos.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cos.  This,  Casca;  this,  Cinna; 
And  this^  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 

What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night? 

Cos.  Shall  I  entreat  a  word  ?  [3^  whisper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  east:  Doth  not  the  day  break  here  ? 

Casca.  No. 

Cin>  O  pardon,  sir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  grey  lines. 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess,  that  you  are  both  deceived. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises ; 
Which  is  a  grei^t  way  growing  on  the  south. 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  yean 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward,  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  <me. 

Cas.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath :  If  not  the  face  of  n^eh,^ 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes. 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed ; 

t /«M  of  NMft  J  i.  e.  The  emmtemmee,  the  regard,  the  eiMtm  of  the  pubUe,^ 

JOBMSOM. 
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So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on. 

Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery."     But  if  these. 

As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 

To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 

The  melting  spirits  of  women ;  then,  countrymen. 

What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause, 

To  prick  us  to  redress?  what  other  bond. 

Than  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word. 

And  will  not  palter?"  and  what  other  oath. 

Than  honesty  to  honesty  engaged. 

That  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  make  men  cautelous,^ 

Old  feeble  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 

That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 

Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 

fhe  even  virtue  of  our  enterprize,* 

Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 

To  think,  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  performance. 

Did  need  an  oath;  when  every  drop  of  blood. 

That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nobly  bears. 

Is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy. 

If  he  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cas.  But  what  of  Cicero  ?    Shall  we  sound  him  ? 
I  think,  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion,' 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds : 
It  shall  be  said,  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness,  shall  no  whit  appear. 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

•  TiU  iach  man  drcp  by  htteiy.']  Perhaps  the  poet  alluded  to  the  ciutom  of 
dmmation,  i,  e.  the  selection  by  ioi  of  every  tenth  soldier,  in  a  general  mutiny, 
for  punishment. — Stxbvxns. 

V palur  f ]  i.  e.  ShvJUi.    Cole,  in  his  Latin  dictionary,  1679,  renders  to 

palter  by  tergivenor, — Malonb. 

* eauuUmt,'\  i.  e.  Wary,  eireunupeet, — Malonb. 

*  Ths  even  virtue  of  our  entevffriset']  The  calm,  equable,  temperate  spirit  that 
actuates  us. — Malohb. 

f optmoN,]  i.  e.  Character. 
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Bru.  O,  name  him  not;  let  us  not  break  with  him ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cos.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed*  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  else  be  touched  but  only  Cssar  ? 

Cos.  Decius,  well  urg'd  : — I  think  it  is  not  meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar :  We  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  means. 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far, 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony,  and  Caesar,  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Cains  Cassios, 
To  cut  the  head  off,  and  then  hack  the  limbs ; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy  afterwards : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Caesar. 
Let  us  be  sacrificers,  but  no  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar ; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit. 
And  not  dismember  Caesar !    But,  alas, 
Caesar  must  bleed  for  it !    And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfully ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods, 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcase  fit  for  hounds: 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do. 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  after  seem  to  chide  them.    This  shall  make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious  : 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  common  eyes. 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm. 
When  Caesar's  head  is  off. 

Cas,                                  yet  I  do  fear  him : 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caesar, 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him : 

*  — -»  ettvyj — ii  here,  as  almost  always  in  Shakspeare's  plays,  maUeg, — ' 
Malokk. 
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If  he  love  Casar,  all  that  he  can  do 
Is  to  himself;  take  thought/  and  die  for  Caesar : 
And  that  were  much  he  should;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports^  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb.  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  him  not  die ; 
For  he  will  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter. 

[Clock  strikes. 

Bru:  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Cos.  The  clock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treb.  Tis  time  to  part. 

Cas.  But  it  is  doubtful  yet, 

Whe'r  CsBsar  will  come  forth  to-day,  or  no  : 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  late ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  :^ 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies. 
The  unaccustomed  terror  of  this  night. 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers, 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that :  If  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him :  for  he  loves  to  hear. 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees. 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes,^ 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers. 
He  says,  he  does ;  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  his  humour  the  true  bent; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

»  — •  Tak$  thought, "l  i.  e.  Turn  melancholy, — Johnson. 

k  Q%itofrom  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Of/antei^,  of  dreame,  and  eerenumiet :]  Main  opinion,  i.  e.  general  ettimation, 
Fantaty  was  m  oar  auUior*i  time  commonly  used  for  iwmgination,     Certmeniee 
means  oment  or  tigm  deduced  from  taerifieety  or  other  ceremonial  ritee.— 
Haloni. 

c  That  unieamt  may  be  betrayed  with  treet. 
And  bean  with  glaaei,  elepnantt  with  holet,']  Uniconu  are  said  to  hate  been 
taken  by  one  who,  running  behind  a  tree,  eluded  the  violent  push  the  animal 
was  making  at  him,  so  that  his  horn  spent  its  force  on  the  trunk,  and  stuck  fost, 
detaining  the  beast  till  he  was  despatched  by  the  hunter.  Bsort  are  reported 
to  have  been  silrprised  by  means  of  a  mirror,  which  they  would  gaxe  on,  afford- 
ing their  pursuers  an  opportunity  of  taking  the  surer  aim.  EUphants  were  se* 
diu^ed  into  pitfalls,  lightly  corered  with  hurdles  and  turf,  on  which  a  proper 
bait  to  tempt  them,  was  eiposed. — Stsbvbns. 
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Cos.  Nay^  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour :  Is  that  the  uttermost? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met.  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Ceesar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  for  speaking  well  of  Pompey ; 
I  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him  ;^ 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons ; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  Til  fashion  him.  [Brutus. 

Cos.  The  morning  comes  upon  us :    We'll  leave  you. 
And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves  :  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  shew  yourselves  true  Romans. 

Bru,  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on  *our  purposes ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do. 
With  untir'd  spirits,  and  formal  constancy : 
And  so,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

^Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 
Boy  !  Lucius ! — Fast  asleep?  It  is  no  matter; 
Enjoy  the  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber : 
Thou  hast  no  figures,  nor  no  fantasies. 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

Enter  Pobtia. 

Por.  Brutus,  my  lord ! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you?  Wherefore  rise  you  now? 
It  is  not  for  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning. 

Par.  Nor  for  yours  neither.  You  have  ungently,  Brutus, 
Stole  from  my  bed  :  And  yesternight,  at  supper. 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about. 
Musing,  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across : 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks : 
I  urg'd  you  further ;  then  you  scratched  your  head. 
And  too  impatiently  stamp'd  with  your  foot : 

*  — ^  by  him;']  i.  e.  By  his  house. — Malone. 

*  Lrt  not  our  looks  put  on  — ]  i.  e.  Let  not  our  faces  put  on,  that  is,  wear  or 
1^010  our  designi. — Johnson. 
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Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand. 
Crave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience. 
Which  seem'd  too  much  enkindled ;  and,  withal. 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour. 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk^  nor  sleep  ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition,' 
I  should  not  know  you,  Brutu^.     Dear,  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquainted  with  your  caus^  of  grief. 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  alK 

For.  Brutus  is  wise,  and,  were  he  not  in  healtl),. 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

Bru.  Why,  so  I  do  : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

For.  Is  Brutus  sick  ?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  sick ; 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed. 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?  No,  my  Brutus ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself,  your  half. 
Why  you  are  heavy ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you :  for  here  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from -darkness? 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

For,  I  should  not  need,  if  you  were  gentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  excepted,  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?  Am  I  yourself, 

t  -I..  eoftdUion,]  i.e.  Ttmptr;  Uie  dispoMtion  of  youzmmd. 
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But,  as  it  were,  iu  sort,  or  limitation; 

To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 

And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?  Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs 

Of  your  good  pleasure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 

Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife ; 
As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

For.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this  secret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed ;  Cato's  daughter. 
Think  yo\i,  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  father'd,  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  them  : 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here,  in  the  thigh-:  Can  I  bear  that  with  patience. 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru.  O  ye  gods. 

Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife !      [Knocking  within. 
Hark,  hark !  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  in  a  while ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
AH  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee. 
All  the  chafactery'  of  my  sad  brows  :-— 
Leave  me  with  haste.  fExit  Portia. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 

Lucius,  who  is  that,  knocks  ? 

Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man,  that  would  speak  with  you. 

Bru.  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of.— • 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru.  O,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius 
To  wear  a  kerchief?  'Would  you  were  not  sick ! 

Jjig.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

C  — —  charaetery — ]  i.  e.  AiL  that  it  charactered  on. — Stf. evens. 
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Bru.  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  band,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before* 
I  here  discard  my  sickness.    Soul  of  Rome ! 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou»  like  an  exorcist,^  has  conjur'd  up     - 
My  mortified  spirit.    Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible  ; 
Yea,  g^t  the  better  of  them.    What's  to  do  ? 

Bru.  A  piece  of  work,  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole,  that  we  must  make  sick? 

Bru.  That  must  we  also.    What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done.  * 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot ; 

And,  with  a  heart  new-fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth. 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 
The  same.    A  Room  in  Ceesar's  Palace. 

* 

Thunder  and  Lightning.     Enter  Cjesab,  in  his  Night-gown. 

Cos.  Nor  heaven,  nor  earth,  have  been  at  peace  to-night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out. 
Help,  ho!  They  murder  Ctesar!  Who's  within? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord? 

Cies.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice. 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 
Serv.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 

Cal.  What  mean  you,  Caesar?  Think  you  to  walk  forth? 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-day. 

Cos.  Caesar  shall  forth :  The  things  that  threaten'd  me, 

k  Thm,  like  an  exorcist,]  Here,  and  in  all  other  places  where  the  word  oc- 
curs in  Shakspeare,  to  exorcim  means  to  raise  spirits,  not  to  lay  them ;  and 
perhaps  h«  is  singular  in  his  acceptatioo  of  it. — M.  Masov. 
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Ne'er  looked  but  on  my  back ;  when  th^y  shall  see 
The  face  of  Ceesar^  they  are  yanished. 

CaL  Csesar,  (  never  stood  on  ceremonies,* 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.    There  is  one  within. 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen. 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets ; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd^  and  yielded  up  their  dead : 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds. 
In  ranks,  and  squadrons,  and  right  form  of  war. 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  J  in  the  air. 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek,  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 
0  Csesar  I  these  things  are  beyond  all  use. 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

CiBS.  What  can  be  avoided. 

Whose  end  is  purpos'd  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  Csesar  shall  go  forth :  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Caesar. 

Co/.  When  beggars  die,  there  are  no  comets  seen ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princes. 

CiU.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard^ 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  should  fear ; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  a  Servant. 

What  say  the  augurers  ? 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast, 

C(M.  The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice:^ 
Ceesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart, 

> ttood  on  ceremonies^  i.  e.  Pai4  a  ceremonioiui  or  sapentitious  regard 

to  prodigies  or  omens. — Steevems. 

J  i— —  fcuTtlfd  — ^1  L  e.  Clashed :  from  heurterf  Fr. — ^Narbs. 

^ in  shame  (^cowardice:']  The  ancients  did  not  place  courage  bat  wis- 
dom in  the  heart.— Johnson. 
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If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Ceesar  shall  not :  Danger  knows  full  well. 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day» 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible ; 
And  Ceesar  shall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord. 

Your  wisdom  is  consumed  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day :  Call  it  my  fear. 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We'll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shall  say,  you  are  not  well  to-day  : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

C<e5.  Mark  Antony  shall  say,  I  am  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 

Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shkll  tell  them  so. 

Dec.  Ceesar,  all  hail !  Good  morrow,  worthy  Csesar  : 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

Cas.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time. 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators. 
And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser; 
I  will  not  come  to-day:  tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Cal.  Say,  he  is  sick. 

Cas.  Shall  Ceesar  send  a  lie  ? 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far. 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth? 
dDecius,  go  tell  them,  Csesar  will  not  come. 

Dec.  Most  mighty  Caesar,  let  me  know  some  cause. 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Cas.  The  cause  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction. 
Because  1  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know ; 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home. 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statua,' 

1 statua,'\  This  word  was  commoaly  used  for  a  ttatut,  to  make  some 

distinction  at  a  time,  when  the  word  itaiue  itself  meant  a  pictttrt.    See  Narks* 
Glosutry. 
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Which  like  a  fountaip,  with  a  hundred  spouts^ 
Did  nm  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  and  portents. 
And  evils  imminent ;™  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'd,  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  BO  many  smiling  Romans  bath'd. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relicks,  and  cognizance.* 
This  by  Calphumia's  dream  is  signified. 

Ciu.  And  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it. 

Dec.  1  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say  : 
And  know  it  now ;  the  senate  have  concluded 
To  give,  this  day,  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 
If  you  shall  send  them  word,  you  will  not  come. 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were,  a  mock 
Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  some  one  to  say. 
Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time. 
When  Casar^s  wife  $hall  meet  with  better  dreams. 
If  Csesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
JLo,  Casar  is  afraid? 

Pardon  me,  CcBsar;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable.* 

'  Cos.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  Calphumia  ?  ^ 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Qive  me  my  robe,  for  I.  will  go  :^— 

• far  warmngs,  and  porUntt, 

And  nUi  immimnt  n  So  the  folio.    Mr.  Edwards  very  judidouily  tuggeiti 
that  we  should  read  "  Of  evils  tmmtiteiU.'* 

■  For  tinctaies,  ttains,  relicks,  and  cogmtance,']  This  speech,  which  is  inten- 
tionaUy  pompous,  is  somewhat  confused.  There  are  two  allusions :  one  to 
coats  armorial,  to  which  princes  make  additions,  or  give  new  tineturet,  and  new 
marks  of  eognitanei;  the  other  to  martyrs,  whose  relicks  are  preserved  with 
▼eneration.  "  The  Romans/*  says  Decius,  "  all  come  to  you  as  to  a  saint  for 
reHqnas,  as  to  a  prince  for  honours." — Johnson. 

o  And  rtaton,  &c.]  And  reason,  or  propriety  of  conduct  and  language,  is 
sabordinate  to  my  lore. — Johnson. 

VOL.  VII.  D 
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£fi/fr  PuBLius,  Brutus,  Li6ARiu9,METBLLU9yCA8CA, 

Trebonius,  and  Cinna. 

• 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Cssar. 

Cai.  Welcome,  Publius. — 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stinr'd  so  early  too  ? — 
Good  morrow,  Casca.-— Caius  Ligarius, 
CsBsar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy. 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. — 
What  is't  o'clock? 

Bru.  Caesar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

Cos.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

See !  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'nights. 

Is  notwithstanding  up  : 

Good  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Caesar. 

Cos.  Bid  them  prepare  within: — 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna : — Now,  Metellus : — What,  Trebonius ! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Remember  that  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Caesar,  I  will : — and  so  near  will  I  be,  [Aside. 
That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  farther. 

Cics.  Good  friends,  go  in,  and  taste  some  wine  with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  0  Caesar, 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

The  same.    A  Street  near  the  Capitol. 
Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  Paper. 

Art.  Caesar,  beware  of  Brutus ;  take  heed  of  Cassius ; 
come  not  near  Casca ;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna ;  trust  not  Tre- 
bonius ;  mark  well  Metellus  Cimber ;  Decius  £rutu8  loves 
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thee  not;  thou  hast  uxrongtd  Cdina  Ligarius.  There  is  but 
one  mind  in  all  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Csesat.  If 
thou  be*st  ftot  immortal,  look  about  you :  Security  gives  way 
to  Conspiracy.     Tlie  mighty  gods  defend  thee !     Thy  lover, 

Artemidorus. 
Here  will  I  stand,  till  Caesar  pass  along. 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  him  this. 
My  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation.' 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Ceesar,  thou  may'st  live  ; 
If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.*'  [  Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  same.     Another  Part  qftlie  same  Street,  before  the 

House  of  Brutus. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

For.  I  pr'ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house ; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Luc,  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

For.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here  again, 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  should'st  do  there. — 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side ! 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue  ! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel ! — 
Art  thou  here  yet? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do  T 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else  ? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothing  else  ? 

For.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well. 
For  he  went  sickly  forth :  And  take  good  note. 
What  Caesar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy !  what  noise  is  that? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

p fmuiotton.]  i.  e.  Malicious  rivalry.  The  word  is  here,  as  on  many  other 

occatiom,  uaed  in  a  bad  sense.      , 

q  ,  the  fates  with  trmters  do  contrive,"]  The  fates  join  with  traitors  in  con- 
trivmg  thy  destruction. — ^Johkson. 

d2 
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For.  Pr'ythee,  listen  well  : 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing.  ' 

Enter  Soothsayer. 

For.  Come  hither,  fellow : 

Which  way  hast  thou  been  ? 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

Par.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

For.  Is  CsBsar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet;  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por,  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Caesar,  hast  thou  not? 

Sooth.  That  I  have,  lady  :  if  it  will  please  Caesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar,  as  to  hear  me, 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

Por,  Why,  know*st  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 
him? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that  I  fear  may 
chance. 
Good  morrow  to  you.    Here  the  street  is  narrow : 
The  throng  that  follows  Caesar  at  the  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  common  suitors. 
Will  croud  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death  : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  comes  along.  [Exit. 

Por.  I  must  go  in. — Ah  me !  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is  !  O  Brutus ! 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprize ! 
Sure,  the  boy  heard  me :— Brutus  hath  a  suit. 
That  Caesar  will. not  grant. — O,  I  grow  faint : — 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 
Say,  I  am  metry :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee.     [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — The  same.     The  Capitol;  the  Senate  sitting. 

A  cwud  qf  People  in  the  Street  leading  to  the  Capitol:  among 
them  Artbmidorus,  and  the  Soothsayer,  flourish. 
Enter  Cjssar,  Brutus,  Cassius,  Casca,  Becius, 
MetelluS|Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus, 
PopiLius,  PuBLius,  ami  oMers. 

Cas.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 

Sooth.  Ay,  CsBsar ;  but  not  gone. 

Art.  Hail,  Ceesar  !  Read  this  schedule. 

Dec.  Trebonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read, 
At  your  best  leisure^  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art.  O,  Csesar,  read  mine  first ;  for  mine's  a  suit  ' 
That  touches  Ceesar  nearer :  Read  it,  great  C|esar. 

Cos.  What  touches  us  ourself,  >shall  be  last  seiVd. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Ceesar ;  read  it  instantly. 

Cos.  What,  is  the  fellbw  mad  ? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  place. 

Cas.  What,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the  street  ? 
Come  to  the  Capitol. 

Cjssab  enters  the  Capitol,  the  rest  following.     All  th^ 

Senators  rise. 

Pop.  I  wish,  your  enterprize  to-day  may  thrive. 

Cas.  What  enterprize,  Popilius  ? 

Pop.  Fare  you  well. 

[Advances  to  Cjesar. 

Bru.  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 

Cas.  He  wish'd,  to-day  our  enterprize  might  thrive. 
I  fear,  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  CeBsar :  Mark  him. 

Cas.  Cascai  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention. — 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  ?  If  this  be  known, 
Cassius  or  Ceesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  constant : 
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Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes; 

For,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  doth  not  change. 

Cos.  Trebonius  knows  his  time ;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Rveunt  Antony  and  Trebonius.    Casak 
and  the  Senators  take  their  seats. 

Dec.  Where  is  Metellus  Cimber?  Let  him  go» 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Csesar. 

Bru,  He  is  addressed :'  press  near,  and  second  him. 

Cm.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your  hand. 

C(es.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amiss^ 
That  Caesar,  and  his  senate,  must  redress  ? 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  puissant  Csesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart : —  {Kneeing. 

Cas%  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  cOuchings,  and  these  lowly  courtesies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men ; 
And  turn  pre-ordinance,"  and  first  decree. 
Into  the  law  of  children.'    Be  not  fond. 
To  think  that  Cssar  bears  such  blood. 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools ;  I  mean,  sweet  words. 
Low  crooked  curt'sies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished ; 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn,  for  him, 
I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know,  CsBsar  doth  not  wrong  :  nor  without  cause 
Will  he  be  satisfied." 

*  H$iM  addrm^d;']  i.  e.  H«  tj  ready, 

• pn-<frdinatiee,']  i.  e.  Ordmanee  aUrtady  uuMithsd, — WAEBURTOit. 

*  ^—  c^  law  ofehiliren.}  i.  e.  Such  slight  determinatioiLi  aa  evexy  ttart  of 
wiU  would  alter. — Johnson. 

*  Know,  Cetar  doth  not  wrtmg :  nor  without  came 

Will  he  be  hatujied.]  TheM  lines*  which  are  defective  in  thair  present  state, 
are  set  right  by  Ben  Jonson ;  in  bis  Dueaverie$  he  ^otes  as  an  instance  of 
Shakspeare's  inaccuracy,  the  following  line  from  Julius  Casar  : 
Know,  C^tar  dt^h  never  wrong  Imt  withJuU  cauu. 
This  line»  which  approaches  the  absurd  without  absolutely  being  so,  seems  to 
have  been  a  jocular  and  familiar  phrase  for  reproving  the  perverse  and  un- 
reasonable expectations  of  the  male  and  female  gossips  of  the  day,  and  is  so 
used  in  the  Induction  to  the  Staple  of  News, — We  may  suppose  that  Ben  Joo- 
son  Btarled  his  objection  in  one  of  the  earliest  representations  of  the  play,  and 
that  the  players,  or  perhaps  Shakspeare  himself,  overawed  by  so  great  an  au- 
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Met.  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own. 
To  sound  n:  ire  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear. 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish'd  brother? 

Bru.  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Ceesar ; 
Desiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Cos.  What,  Brutus ! 

Cos.  Pardon,  Cssar :  Ccesar>  pturdon : 

As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall. 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Qes.  I  could  be  well  mov'd,  if  I  were  as  you ; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star. 
Of  whose  true-fixM,  and  resting  quality. 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  ski^  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks. 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  shine ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place : 
So,  in  the  world  ;  Tis  fumish'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive  ;^ 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one"" 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion :'  and,  that  I  am  he. 
Let  me  a  little  show  it,  evdn  in  this ; 
That  I  was  constant,  Cimber  should  be  banish'd. 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  Csesar, 

Ca$.  Hence !  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus  ? 

Dee.  Great  Ceesar, 

Cos.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel  ? 

thofity,  ^thdrow  the  worcto  ia  queistioiif  to  the  injoiy  of  the  metre  m&d  of  the 
lenie.— We  should  read,  therefore^  ai  was  most  indisputably  written : 
*'  Know,  C^ioT  daih  never  wrong  hut  with  just  eauu. 
Nor  without  coMte,  wiU  he  be  tatisfied.** 
The  criticism  objected  to  the  first  of  these  lines  was  ill  founded.     Wrong  is 
not  always  a  synonymous  term  for  ivjury.   In  poetical  language,  especially,  it 
may  be  understood  to  t^e^  only  harm  or  hurt,  what  the  law  calls  damnum  tine 
ff^'una ;  and  in  this  Seiise,  there  is  nothing  absurd  in  Caesar's  saying,  that  he 
dkh  not  wrong  (i.  e.  doth' not  inflict  any  evil  or  punishment)  but  wUhjust  eau»e, 
— GxffORD  and  Ttrwhitt. 

^ apprehentive ;]  i.  e.  JnteUigent,  capable  of  apprehending, — M.  Mason. 

^  —  but  one — ^]  i.  e.  One  and  only  one, — ^Johnson. 

>  — — •  heUi  on  his  rank, 
Unthal^d  of  motion :]  i,  e.  Maintains  the  impaitiality  of  fui  ttatUm  unshaked 
by  tuit  or  aelieitation* 


40  JULIUS  C^SAR. 

Coica.  Speaks  hands,  for  me. 
[Casca  $tabsCMSAU  in  the  Neck.  Cjssar  eaiches  hold 
of  his  Arm,     He  is  then  stabbed  by  several  other 
Conspirators,  and  at  last  by  Marcus  Brutus* 

C(es.  Et  tu.  Brute  ? — ^Then  fall,  CsBsar. 

{Dies,     The  Senators  and  People  retire  in  confusion* 

Cin,  Liberty !  Freedom !  Tyranny  is  dead ! — 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cas.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out^ 
Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement ! 

Bru.  People,  and  senators !  be  not  affrighted ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still : — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Coscn.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus.^ 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius  ? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met,  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  CcBsar's 
Should  chance 

Bm.  Talk  not  of  standing ; — Publius,  good  cheer ; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person. 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else :'  so  tell  them^  Publius. 

Cas.  And  leave  us,  Publius ;  lest  that  the  people. 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mischief. 

Bru.  Do  so ;     And  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Reenter  Trebonius. 

Cas.  Where's  Antony  ? 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  house  amaz'd : 

Men,  wives,  and  children,  stare,  cry  out,  and  run. 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru,  Fates !  we  will  know  your  pleasures : — 

That  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

iGotothi  puljrit,  Bmnij.]  We  have  now  taken  leave  of  Casca.  Shakspeare 
for  once  knew  that  he  had  a  tafScient  numbet  of  heroes  on  his  hands,  and  was 
glad  to  lose  an  indiridnal  in  the  crowd.  It  may  be  added,  that  the  singularity 
of  Casca's  manners  would  have  appeared  to  little  advantage  amidst  me  suc- 
ceeding varieties  of  tumult  and  war. — STisTtNt. 

>  Nor  to  no  Roman  «(m:]  This  use  of  two  negatives,  not  to  make  an  aifinna* 
tive,  but  to  deny  more  strongly,  is  common  to  Chaucer,  Spenser,  and  other  of 
our  ancient  writers.  Dr.  Hickes  observes,  that  in  the  Saxon,  even  four  nega- 
tives are  sometimes  conjoined,  and  stiU  preserve  a  negative  signifirarioo. 
— Stisvsiis. 
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Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  lifey 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death, 

Bru,  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Csesar^s  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. — Stoop,  Romans,  stoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Csesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords : 
Then  .walk  w;e  forth,  even  to  the  market-place ; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  pVr  pur  heads. 
Let's  all  cry.  Peace !  Freedom  !  and  Liberty ! 

C(is.  Stoop  then,  and  wash.* — How  many  ages  hence. 
Shall  this  t>ur  lofty  scene  be  acted  over. 
In  states  unborn,^  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Csesar  bleed  in  sport. 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along. 
No  worthier  than  ihe  dust  7 

Cos.  So  oft  as  that  shall  be. 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  calFd 
The  men  that  gave  our  country  liberty. 

Dec,  What,  shall  we  forth? 

Cos,  Ay,  every  man  away : 

Brutus  shall  lead ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of  Rome. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here?  A  friend  of  Antony's. 

Sere,  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down ; 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say. 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Caesar,  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving : 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Ceesar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe,  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Ceesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  Beath, 

*  Stoop  then,  and  wash.]  To  vask  does  DOt  mean  here  to  elmrm,  bat  to  wiuk 
cmr,  as  we  say,  toothed  with  gold ;  for  Cassius  means  that  they  should  steep 
their  hands  in  the  blood  of  Caesar. — ]tf.  Mason. 

^  ■  ■      ttatm  unborn,]  i.  e.  Communities  which  as  yet  hare  no  existence. 

-^TIBTXNS. 
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Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Ceesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living  ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus, 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state. 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  .master  Antony. 

Bru.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Roman ; 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  shall  be  satisfied ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  untouched. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.     [Exii  Servant. 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Cos.  I  wish,  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind. 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Reenter  Antony. 

JBrtf.  But  here  comes  Antony. — Welcome,  Mark  An- 
tony. 

Ant.  O  mighty  Caesar !  Dost  thou  lie  so  low? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  little  measure? — ^Fare  thee  well. — 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank :'' 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Caesar's  death's  hour ;  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth,  as  those  your  swords,  Qiade  rich 
With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard. 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke. 
Fulfil  your  pleasure.    Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die  : 
No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death, 
As  here  by  Csesar,  and  by  you  cut  off. 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  O  Antony !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel. 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  present  act, 

e 10^  gifg  ig  rank:']  Who  else  maY  be  fuppoeed  to  hare  ovtf topped  his 

equab,  and  grvwn  too  high  for  the  publick  safetyAJoHNsoN. 
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You  see  we  d^ ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands^ 

And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 

Our  hearts  you  see  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 

And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 

(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  j^ity,  pity,) 

Hath  done  this  deed  on  Csesar.    For  your  part. 

To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antony : 

Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,"*  and  our  hearts. 

Of  brothers'  temper^  do  receive  you  in 

With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence  4 

Ca$.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's. 
In  the  disposing*of  new  dignities. 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear. 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause. 
Why  I  that  did  love  Csesar  when  I  struck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded.    "' 

Ant.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you : 
Next,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours ; — ^now  yours,  Metellus ; 
Yours,  Cinna ; — and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours ; — 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Trebonius. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas !  what  shall  I  say  ? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground. 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me^ 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Ceesar,  O,  'tis  true  : 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee,  dearer  than  thy  death. 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes. 
Most  noble !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse  ? 
Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Weeping  as  fast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood. 
It  would  become  me  better,  than  to  close 

^  Ovx  ormf,  in  strength  of  tnalkei]  i.  e.  To  you  (says  BmtUs)  <mr  suwrdt  have 
Uad9n  pointi:  our  amu,  strong  in  the  deed  of  malice  they  have  just  performed,  and 
our  hearts  united  Uke  those  of  brothers  in  the  action,  are  yet  open  to  receive  you  with 
A<i  pamble  regard.— Stbevens. 
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In  tenns  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius ! — Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart ; 

Here  didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand » 

Sign'd  in  thy  spoils  and  crimson'd  in  thy  lethe/ 

O  world !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 

And  this,  indeed,  O  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 

How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes. 

Post  thou  here  lie ! 

Cas.  Mark  Antony, 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius : 

The  enemies  of  C^sar  shall  say  this ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Caesar  so ; 
But  what  comp&ct  mean  you  to  hav^  with  us? 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends ; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you  ? 

Ant.  Therefore  I  took  your  haivls ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway'd  from  the  point,  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  loye  you  all ; 
Upon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons. 
Why,  and  wherein,  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru.  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regard,    . 
That  were  you,  Antony,  the  son  of  Caesar, 
You  should  be  satisfied. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  seek  : 

And  am  moreover  suiter,  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeral. 
Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 
Cas.  Brutus,  a  word  with  you. — 

You  know  not  what  you  do ;  Do  not  consent,         ^Aside. 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru.  By  your  pardon ; 

I  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first, 

« Uthe,]  i.  e.  Death ;  and  is  so  used  by  many  of  the  old  translators  of 

norels.— Stxbvens. 
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And  show  the  reason  of  our  Ceesar's  death : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission ; 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Ceesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cos.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not. 

Bru.  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  your  Caesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us. 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Ceesar ; 
And  say,  you  do*t  by  our  permission ; 
Else  sludl  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going. 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

jint.  Be  it  so  ^ 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Antony. 

Ant.  O,  pardon  n^e,  thou  piece  of  bleeding  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers ! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man. 
That  ever  liv'd  in  the  tide  of  times.' 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophecy, — 
Which,  like  dumb  mouths,  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue ; 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men;' 
Domestic  fury,  and  fierce  civil  strife. 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy : 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use. 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar. 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile,  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war ; 
All  pity  chok*d  with  custom  of  fell  deeds : 
And  Caesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 

t .- —  in  tKi  tide  of  ttmei.]  i.  e.  In  thi  amrm  (ftums, — ^Jonvsow. 

ff  (onfa  rfmen;^  Antony  means  that  a  future  cufse  shall  commence  in  dis- 
tempers seising  on  iht  Umbt  of  mm,  and  be  succeeded  by  conmiotion,  cruelty, 
and  desolation  oyer  Italy. — Steevkns.  It  is  proposed  by  Dr.  Johnson  to  read 
thm  Ufmmt,  i.  e.  th$tt  bloodkoundi. 
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With  At6  by  bis  gide^  come  bot  from  bell, 
Sball  in  tbese  confines,  witb  a  monarch's  voice. 
Cry  Havock,  and  let  slip  the  dog$  of  war  '^ 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

You  serve  Octavius  Ceesar,  do  you  not  ? 

Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  CsBsar  did  write  for  him,  to  come  to  Rome. 

Sero.  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming : 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
O  Ceesar ! [Seeing  the  Body, 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  thee  apart  and  weep. 
Passion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes. 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine. 
Began  to  water.    Is  thy  master  coming? 

Serv.  He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leagues  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Post  back  with  speed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd :  ^ 

Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome'  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  and  tell  him  so.    Yet,  stay  a  while ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back,  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place ;  there  shall  I  try. 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men ; 
According  to  the  which,  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.  [Exeunt,  with  CiBSAR*s  Body. 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     The  Forum. 
Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  d  throng  0/ Citizens. 
Cit.  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

^  Ciy  Havoek, ,  and  Ut  tlip  tks  dogt  of  war ;]  HaTOck  was,  in  the  military 
operations  of  old  times,  the  word  by  which  declaration  was  made  that  no  quar- 
ter should  be  siTen.— -To  Ut  Uip  h  dog  at  a  deer,  &c.  was  the  technicalpluase 
of  Shakspeare  s  time. — The  dogt  of  war  memi  fart,  iwcrd,  ttnd  famine. — dlack- 
STONB,  Ma  LONE,  and  Tollkt.  « 

*  Roma — ]  A  quibble  on  the  words  Roma  and  roam, — SraaviNS. 
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Bru.  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audiencey  friends. — 
Cassias,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stay  here ; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him ; 
And  publick  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

1  Cit.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

2  Cit.  I  will  hear  Cassius ;  and  compare  their  reasons, 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[£nV  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citizens* 
Brutus  goes  into  the  Rostrum. 

3  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended  :  Silence ! 
Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers !  hear  me  for  my  cause ; 
and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear :  believe  me  for  nune 
honour ;  and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you  may 
believe:  censure^  me  in  yourvnsdom;  and  awaJce  your 
senses  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in 
this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Cassar's,  to  him  I  say, 
that  Bfutus'  love  to  Caesar  was  no  less  than  his.  If  then 
that  friend  demand,  why  Brutus  rose  against  Caesar,  this 
is  my  answer, — Not  that  I  loved  Caesar  less,  but  that  I 
loved  Bx)me  more.  Had  you  rather  Caesar  were  living, 
.  and  die  all  slaves ;  than  that  Caesar  were  dead,  to  live  aU 
free  men  ?  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him ;  as  he  was 
fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him ; 
but,  as  he  wds  ambitious,  I  slew  him  :  There  is  tears,  for 
his  love ;  joy,  for  his  fortune ;  honour,  for  his  valour ;  and 
death,  for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base,  that  would 
be  a  bondman?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I  offended^ 
Who  is  here  so  rude,  that  would  not  be  a  Roman  ?  If  any, 
speak ;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  90  vile  that 
will  not  love  his  country  ?  If  any,  speak ;  for  him  have  I 
offended.    I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Cit.  None,  Brutus,  none.        ISeveral  speaking  at  once. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  Caesar,  than  you  should  do  to  Brutus.  The  question 
of  his  death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol :  his  glory  not  exr 

J  Ceniure — ]  i.  e.  OmaUier, 
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tenuated,  wherein  he  was  worthy ;  nor  hie  offences  en- 
forcedy  for  which  he  suffered  death. 

Enter  Antony  and  others,  with  Cjesar's  Body. 

Here  comes  his  body^  mourn'd  by  Mark  Antony ;  who, 
though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive  the  be- 
nefit of  his  dying,  a  place  in  the  commonwealth;  As 
which  of  you  shall  not?  With  this  I  depart;  That,  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same 
dagger  for  myself,  when  it  shall  please  my  country  to 
need  my  death. 

Cit.  Live,  Brutus,  live  !  live ! 

1  Citn  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

2  Cit.  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

3  Cit.  Let  him  be  Csesar. 

4  Cit.  Ceesar's  better  parts 
Shall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1  Cit.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts  and 
Bru.  My  countrymen, [clamours. 

2  Cit.  Peace ;  silence !  Brutus  speaks. 
1  Cit.  Peace, ho! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone,  ' 
And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony: 
Do  grace  to  Ceesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Ceesar's  glories ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  {Exit. 

1  Cit.  Stay,  ho !  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  Cit,  Let  him  go  up  into  the  publick  chair ; 
We'll  hear  him :  Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

Ant^  For  Brutus'  sake,  I  am  beholden  to  you. 

4  Cit.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus? 

3  Cit.  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake. 
He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Cit.  Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 

1  Cit.  This  Ceesar  was  a  tyrant. 

3  Cit.  Nay,  that's  certain : 

We  are  bless'd,  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Cit.  Peace ;  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 
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Ant.  You  gentle  Romans^- 


Cit.  Peace,  bo  1  let  us  hear  him. 

Ant.  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears ; 
I  come  to  bury  Ceesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones : 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Csesar  was  ambitious ; 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answer'd  it» 
Here  under  leave  of  Brutus,  and  the  rest, 
(For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men ;) 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me : 
But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome, 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious  ? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept : 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
You  all  did  see,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse.    Was  this  ambition? 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke. 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause ; 
What  cause  withholds  you  then  to  mourn  for  him  ? 
O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason ! — Bear  with  me ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  CtV.^  Methinks,  there  is  much  reason  in  his  sayings. 

2  CtV.  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Caesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

VOL.    VII.  K 
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3  Cit.  Has  be,  mastera? 
I  fear»  there  will  a  wcme  come  in  his  place. 

4  Cit.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?    He  would  not  take  the 
Therefore,  His  certain,  he  was  not  ambitious.         [crpwn. 

1  Cit.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  Cit.  Poor  soul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 

3  Cit.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome,  than  Antony. 

4  Cit»  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to  speak. 
jlnt.  But  yesterday,  the  word  of  Csesar  might 

Have  stood  against  the  world  :  now  lies  he  there. 
And  none  so  poor''  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters !  if  I  were  disposed  to  stir 
Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong. 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  honourable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose  . 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself,  and  you. 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 

But  here's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Csesar, 

I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  will: 

Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 

(Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read,) 

And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Ceesar's  wounds. 

And  dip  their  napkins*  in  his  sacred  blood ; 

Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory, 

And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  wills. 

Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy. 

Unto  their  issue. 

4  Cit.  Wf'U  hear  the  will :  Read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

Cit.  The  will,  the  will ;  we  will  hear  Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not  read  it ; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men ; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad : 
Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it ! 

k  And  funs  to  poor — ]  The  meanatt  man  is  now  too  high  to  do  re? erenca  to 
Cesar. — Jo  b  n  so  n  . 

1  napkin* — ]  i.  e.    Handkerchufi.    Napkin  is  the  northern  term  for 

hwtdktrchirf,  and  is  still  used  in  this  sense  in  Sootland.— Malomi. 
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4  Cit.  Read  the  will ;  we  will  hear  it,  Antony ; 
You  shall  rea(]  us  the  will;  CsBsar's  will. 

Jnt.  Will  you  be  patient?  will  you  stay  a  while? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself,  to  tell  you  of  it. 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men. 
Whose  daggers  have  stabbM  Ceesar :  I  do  fear  it. 

4  Cii.  They  were  traitors :  Honourable  men ! 

Cit.  The  will !  the  testament ! 

2  CU.  They  were  villains,  murderers :  The  will !  read  the 
will! 

jint.  Yon  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the  will? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  CsBsar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  will. 
Shall  I  descend?   And  will  you  give  me  leave? 

CfV.  Come  down. 
•    2  Cit.  Descend.  [He  comes  down  from  the  Pulpit. 

3  Cit,  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  Cit.  A  ring ;  stand  round. 

1  Cit.  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  the  body. 

2  Cit.  Room  for  Antony; — most  noble  Antony. 
jdnt.  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me ;  stand  far  off. 
Cit.  Stand  back !  room !  bear  back  ! 

jint*  If  yon  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Csesar  put  it  on ; 
Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent; 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Ncrvii : — 
Look !  in  this  place,  ran  Cassius'  dagger  through : 
See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made : 
Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd ; 
And,  as  he  plnck'd  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Caesar  follow'd  it ; 
As  rushing  out  of  dodrs,  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knock'd,  or  no ;  * 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Csesar's  angel  : 
Judge,  O  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caesar  lov'd  him  ! 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all : 
For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab. 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms. 
Quite  vanquish'd  him :  then  burst  his  mighty  heart; 

E  2 
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And,  in  bis  mantle  muffling  up  his  face. 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua. 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,*  great  Caesar  fell. 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down. 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us.* 
O,  now  you  weep;  and,  I  perceive,  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity  :*  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded?   Look  you  here. 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd,  as  you  see,  with  traitors. 

1  Cit.  O  piteous  spectacle ! 

2  Cit.  O  noble  Caesar ! 

3  Cit.  O  woful  day ! 

4  Cit.  O  traitors,  villains  ! 

1  Cit.  O  most  bloody  sight ! 

2  Cit.  We  will  be  revenged:  revenge;  about, — seek, — 
bum, — fire, — kill,~slay  ! — let  not  a  traitor  live. 

jint.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  Cit.  Peace  there : — Hear  noble  Antony. 

2  Cit.  Well  hear  him,  weil  follow  him,  we'll  die  with 
him. 

jint.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honourable ; 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  I  know  not. 
That  made  them  do  it;  they  are  wise  and  honourable. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts ; 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is : 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man. 
That  love  my  friend :  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  gave  me  publick  leave  to  speak  of  him. 
For  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth. 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood;  I  only  speak  right  on ; 

■ ran  blood,]  Shakflpeare  took  tbiB  from  Sir  Thomas  North's  tninslatioa 

of  Plutarch  :  "  Against  the  rery  hase  whereon  Pompey's  image  stood*  whiek 
ran  all  a-gctt  of  blood,  till  he  was  slain.** — Stebvkns. 

•  — — /^uruA*d  orer  tif.]  i.e.  Flourished  the  luwrtf  over  tu. — Stbivbns. 

•  Tk9  ia^irfpittf :] — iM  the  impreision  of  pity. 
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• 

I  tell  you  that;i  which  you  yourselves  do  !;now; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor,  poor  dumb  mouths. 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  But  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caesari  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
Cit.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  Cit.  We'll  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 

3  Cit,  Away  then,  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 

jlnt.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen;  yet  hear  me  speak. 

Cit.  Peace,  ho !    Hear  Antony,  most  noble  Antony. 

Ant.  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what : 
Wherein  hath  Ceesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves? 
Alas,  you  know  not — I  must  tell  you  then  :— 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  of. 

Cii.  Most  true ;  the  will ; — let's  stay,  and  hear  the  will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Caesar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas.^ 

2  Cit.  Most  noble  Caesar ! — we'll  revenge  his  death» 

3  Cit.  O  royal  Caesar ! 
Ant.  Hear  me  with  patience. 
Cit.  Peace,  ho ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  all  his  walk^. 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards. 
On  this  side  Tyber;"!  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever ;  common  pleasures^ 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Caesar:  When  comes  such  another? 

1  Cit.  Never,  never : — Come,  away,  away  : 
We'll  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 

And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  Cit.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

p  teventy-Jive  drachma$,'\  A  drachma  was  a  Greek  coio,  the«ame  aa  the 

Komaii  denier,  of  the  value  of  wur  sesterces,  7d.  ob. — Stkktens. 

4  On  thii  tide  7i/6er;]  Shakspeare  has  here  copied  Nc|rth*s  translation  of 
Plutarch,  in  an  error.  The  gardens  of  Csesar  were,  as  his  friend  Ben  Jonsoa 
could  have  informed  him,  **  On  ihefar  tide  of  Tyhtr,"^Voetaster,  act  iii.  sc.  1. 
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4  Cit*  Pluck  down  fonns,  windows,  any  thing. 

{^Exeunt  Citizens,  unih  the  Body. 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work ;  Mischief;  thou  art  afoot. 
Take  thou  what  course  thou  wilt ! — How  now,  fellow? 

Enter  a  Servant.  * 

Serv.  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

Serv.  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

Ant.  Belike,  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people. 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.    Bring  me  to  Octavius.  lExeunt. 

SCENE   III.' 

The  same.     A  Street. 

Enter  Cinna,  the  Poet. 

Cin.  I  dreamt  to-night,  that  I  did  feast  with  Caesar, 
And  things  unluckily  charge  my  fantasy  :* 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors. 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  What'  is  your  name  ? 

2  Cit.  Whither  are  you  going  ? 

3  Cit.  Where  do  you  dwell  ? 

4  Cit.  Are  you  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor? 

2  Cit.  Answer  every  man  directly. 
1  Cit.  Ay,  and  briefly. 

4  Cit.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3  Cit.  Ay,  and  truly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
do  I  dwell?  Am  I  a  married  man,  or  a  bachelor?  Then  to 
answer  every  man  directly,  and  briefly,  wisely,  and  truly. 
Wisely  I  say,  I  am  a  bachelor. 

'  Sons  /n.]  The  lubject  of  this  icene  u  taken  from  Plutarch. — Stbbvins. 
•  — -  tkingi  unluckiiy  ekmt  my  fantaty:]  i.e.  Cirnimttaocet  oppfeie  my 
fancj  with  an  Ul-<imeneJi  weight. — STFEVtNit. 
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2  Cit.  That's  at  much  as  to  sayi  they  are  fools  that 
many :  You'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fekn  Proceed  ^ 
directly. 

Cin.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Csesar's  funeral. 

1  Cit,  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy? 
Cm,  As  a  friend. 

2  Cii.  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 
4  Gk.  For  your  dwelling, — briefly, 
Cin.  Briefly^  I  dwell  by  the  Cajpitol. 

3  Cit.  Your  name^  sir^  truly.  « 
Cin.  Truly^  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator. 
Cin*  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  Cii.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses^  tear  him  for  his  bad 
verses. 

2  Cii.  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna;  pluck  but  his 
name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

.  3  Cii,  Tear  him,  tear  him.  Come^  brands,  ho !  fire- 
brands. To  Brutus',  to  Cassius';  bum  all.  Some  to  De- 
cius'  house,  and  some  to  Casca's:  some  to  Ligarius': 
away;  go.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

ScBNE  I. — The  same.    A  Room  in  Antony's  House.* 
Amtont,  Octavius,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a  Tabk. 

Ant.  These  many  then  shall  die ;  their  names  are  prick'd. 
Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die ;  Consent  you,  Lepidus? 
liep.  I  do  consent. 

Oct.  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

hep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live,* 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 

*  —  a  room  in  Antony's  houuJ]  It  is  evident  that  Shakspeare  intended  tbe 
scene  to  be  at  Rome ;  bat  the  triumTin  met  upon  the  proecription,  in  Uie adnll 
iiland  in  the  little  mer  Rhenus,  near  Bononia. — Malone  and  Hanmbr. 

■  Upon  eondititm  Publiut  tkall  not  live,!  Mr.  Upton  has  tufficiently  proTed 
that  the  poet  made  a  mistake  as  to  this  cnaracter  mentioned  by  Lepiatis ;  La* 
aoB,  not  Pablins,  was  the  person  meant,  who  was  oncle  by  the  mother's  side 
to  Mark  Antony :  and  in  consequence  of  this,  he  concludes  that  Shakspeare 
wrote;  * 

ToH  an  his  sister's  son,  Mark  Aniomi, 

The  mistake,  however,  is  more  like  the  mistake  of  the  author,  than  of  his 
ttaascriber  or  printer. — Stebtekb. 
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ff 

Ant.   He  shall  not  live;    look,  with  a  spot  I  damn 
him/ 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Ceesar's  house ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 

Oct.  Or  here,  or  at 

The  Capitol.  [Exit  Lepidus. 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man. 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit. 
The  three-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die. 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than  you^: 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads. 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  as  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  off. 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears. 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will ; 

But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius ;  and,  for  that, 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender. 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to.  run  directly  on  ; 
His  corporal  motion  governed  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so ; 
He  must  b^  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go  forth : 
A  barren-spirited  fellow ;  one  that  feeds 
On  objects,  arts,  and  imitations ;'' 

*  — —  cfomii  him,]  i.  e.  Condemn  lum. 

*  On  ohftett,  arts,  and  imitations ;]  I  cannot  but  agree  with  Tbec^ald  in  coa- 
•idering  this  line  corrupted,  though  I  should  hesitate  in  admitting  his  emenda- 
dation,  and  reading  "  On  aiijtet  ofis,**  i.  e.  r^jtettd  scraps  and  fru^monts. 
SceeTens  does  not  allow  the  necessity  of  any  alteratiooi  and  says,  "  It  is  easy 
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Which,  out  of  use^  and  stalM  by  other  men. 

Begin  this  fashion :  Do  not  talk  of  him. 

But  as  a  property.*    And  now,  Octavius, 

Listen  great  things. — Brutus  and  Cassius, 

Are  levying  powers :  we  must  straight  make  head: 

Therefore,  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd. 

Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best  means  stretched  out ; 

And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 

How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclos*d. 

And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so :  for  we  are  at  the  stake,' 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies ; 
And  some,  that  smile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear, 
Millions  of  mischief.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Before  Brutus'  Tent,  in  the  Camp  near  Sardis. 

Drum.  Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers : 
TiTiNJus,  and  Pindarus  meeting  them. 

Bru.  Stand  here. 

Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  stand. 

Bru.  What  now,  Lucilius?  is  Cassius  near? 

Luc.  He  is  at  hand ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

[Pindarus  gives  a  Letter  to  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  well. — ^Your  master,  Pindarus, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  officers. 
Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone  :  but,  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Bin.  I  do  not  doubt, 

to  find  a  reason  wby  that  deTotee  to  pleasure  and  ambition,  Antony,  should 
call  Lepidus  barrtn-spirited,  who  could  he  content  to  feed  his  mind  with  oiJ9eU, 
i. e.  tpeculeAiw  knowledge,  or  artif  i.  e.  mecharue  operations" — ^perhaps  the  text 
would  be  rightly  restored  by  retaining  part  qf  Theobald's  emendation,  and 
reading  *'  abfect  arts.'* 

s a  yroperty]  i.  e.  As  a  thing  quite  at  our  disposal,  and  to  be  treated  as 

we  please. — Steevens.  « 

r  —  at  the  stahe,]  An  allusion  to  bear-baiting. — Steevens. 
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But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour.  • 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — A  word,  Lucilius ; 
How  he  receiv'd  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

Luc.  With  courtesy,  and  with  respect  enough ; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  used  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  described 

A  hot  friend  cooling :  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand. 
Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle : 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur. 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades^ 
Sink  in  the  trial.     Comes  his  army  on? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quartered ; 
The  grreater  part  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  with  Cassius.  [MiarcA  witUn. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv'd  :— 

March  gently  on  to  meet  him. 

'Enter  Cassius  and  Soldiers. 

Cm.  Stand,  ho ! 

Bru.  Stand,  ho !  Speak  the  word  along. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Within.  Stand. 

Ca%.  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Bru.  Judge  me,  you  gods !  Wrong  I  mine  enemies? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother? 

Cat.  %utus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs ; 
And  when  you  do  them • 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content. 

Speak  your  griefs'  softly, — I  do  know  you  well : — 
Before  the  eyes  of  both  our  armies  here. 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 

< iJPMf  iTtr^i — ]  i*  e.  Ymut  grievancu. 
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Let  us  not  wrangle :  Bid  them.more  away ; 
Then  in  my  tent>  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefs. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cas.  PindaruSy 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  ground. 

Bru,  Lucilius,  do  you  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Within  the  Tent  of  Brutus. 

Lucius  and  Titinius  at  some  distance  from  it. 

Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Ca$,  That  you  have  wrongM  me,  doth  appear  in  this : 
You  have  condemn*d  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians ; 
Wherein,  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side. 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bru.  You  wrong'd  yourself,  to  write  in  such  a  case. 

Cas.  In  such  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence*  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemned  to  have  an  itching  palm; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold. 
To  undeservers. 

Cas.  I  an  itching  palm  ? 

You  know,  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this. 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speedh  were  else  your  last. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption, 
An4  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cas.  Chastisement! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March,  remember ! 
Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab. 
And  not  for  justice  V*  What,  shall  one  of  us, 

»    ■       every  nice  offence — ]  i.  e*  Small  trifling  offence. 
>  Wked  Tillain  t<mch*d  his  body,  that  did  stub. 
And  not  for  juUieef]  This  queftion  i«  far  fiom  implyinf  Uiat  aay  of  those 
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That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world. 
But  for  supporting  robbers ;  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes  ? 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours. 
For  so  much  trash,  as  may  be  grasped  thus  ? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon^ 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Brutus,  bay  not  me^ 

111  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourself. 
To  hedge  me  in;*^  I  am  a  soldier,  I, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions/ 

Bru,  Go  to ;  you're  not,  Cassius. 

Cos.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cas.  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man  ! 

Cos.  Is't  possible  ? 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  choler? 
Shall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares  ? 

Cas.  O  ye  gods !  ye  gods !  Must  I  endure  all  this  ? 

Bru.  All  this  ?   ay,  more :   Fret,  till  your  proud  heart 
Go,  show  your  slaves  how  cholerick  you  are,        [break  ; 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.     Must  I  budge  ? 
Must  I  observe  you  ?  Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour?  By  the  gods. 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen. 
Though  it  do  split  you :  for,  from  this  day  forth, 
I'll  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter. 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cat.  Is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  You  say,  you  are  a  better  soldier : 

who  touch*d  Ccsar'i  body,  were  Tillaini.  On  the  contrary,  it  ii  an  indirect 
way  of  ascerling  that  there  was  not  one  man  among  them,  who  was  base 
enough  to  stab  him  for  any  cause  but  that  of  justice. — Ma  lone. 

c  To  hidg*  m§  in ;]  That  is,  to  limit  my  authority  by  your  direction  or  cen- 
sure.— Johnson. 

d  To  make  eonditioni,'}  That  is,  to  know  on  what  terms  it  is  fit  to  confer  tha 
offices  which  are  at  my  disposal.^  J oun son. 
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Let  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  For  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas,  You  wrong  me  every  way ;  you  wrong  me,  Brutus ; 
I  said  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better: 
Did  I  say,  better  ? 

Brti.  If  you  did,  I  care  not.  [me. 

Cos.  When  Ceesar  liv*d,  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd 

Bru.  Peace,  peace ;  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  him. 

Ccu.  I  durst  not? 

Bru.  No. 

Cos.  What  ?  durst  not  tempt  him  ? 

Bru.  For  your  life  you  durst  not. 

Cas.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love, 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bru,  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats ; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 
That  they  pass  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind. 
Which  I  respect  not.    I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  deny'd  me ; — 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means  : 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trash. 
By  any  indirection.     I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions, 
Which  you  denied  me:  Was  that  done. like  Cassius? 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Caius  Cassius  so  ? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends. 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts. 
Dash  him  to  pieces ! 

Cas.  I  denied  you  not. 

Bru.  You  did. 

Cas.  I  did  not: — he  was  but  a  fool. 

That  brought  my  answer  back.— Brutus  hath  riv'd  my 

heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities,  ' 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 
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Bru.  I  do  not^  till  you  practise  them  on  me.* 

Cas.  Yoa  loTe  me  not. 

Bru*  I  do  not  like  your  fitolts. 

Cm.  a  friendly  eye  could  never  see  sncli  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  tbov^  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Olympus. 

^  Cas.  Come,  Antony,  tad  young  Octavius,  eome» 
Revenge  yourselves  done  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  i»  aweary  of  the  world : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
CheckM  Hke  a  bondman ;  all  his  faults  observed. 
Set  in  a  note-book,  leam'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote. 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.    O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes !-— H^re  k  my  dagger. 
And  here  my  naked  breast;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,'  take  it  forth ; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart : 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Csesar ;  for,  I  know. 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov'dst  him  better 
Than  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger : 

Be  angry  when  you  will,  it  shall  have  scope ; 
Do  wbat  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire ; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark. 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Cos.  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vezeth  him  ? 

Bru,  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Cos.  Do  you  confess  so  much  ?  Give  me  your  hand. 

Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 

Cas.  *  O  Brutus  !— 

*  Bra.  I  do  not,  till  you  praetiu  them  on  mtJ]  The  meaniog  it  thii :  I  do  not 
look  for  your  faults,  I  only  see  thcm»  and  mention  them  with  Tehemence,  when 
yoa  force  them  into  my  notice,  b^  practising  them  on  me. — Johnson. 

'If  that  thou  be*u  a  Kmuiii,]  This  seems  only  a  form  of  adjuration,  like  that  of 
Bratus  in  a  sobseqaent  pa^  ; 

"  Now,  cf  yott  art  a  ftoiiuiii,  tell  me  true." — Blacistonb. 
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Bnt.  What's  the  matter? 

Com.  Have  you  not  lore  enough  to  bear  with  me. 
When  that  rash  hnmour,  which  my  mother  gave  me. 
Makes  me  forgetful  ? 

Bru.  *    Yes,  Cassius ;  and,  henceforth. 

When  you  are  OTer-eamest  with  your  Brutus,    ' 
Hell  think  your  mother  chides,'  and  leave  you  so» 

[Noiie  wUhin* 

Poet  [within.']  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  generala ; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not  OMt 
They  be  alone. 

Luc.  [within.]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [wUhin.]  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

BmUr  Poet.^ 

Cas.  How  nowT  What's  the  matter? 

Pott.  Fori^me,  you  generals;  What  do  you  mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be ; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I  am  sure,  than  ye. 

Cas.  Ha,  ha ;  how  vilely  doth  this  cynick  rhyme ! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah ;  saucy  fellow,  hence. 

Cas.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus,  His  his  fashion. 
•   Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour,  when  he  knows  his  time : 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools?' 
Companion,^  hence. 

Cas.  Away,  away,  be  gone.    [Exit  Poet* 

Enter  Lucilius  unJTiTiNius. 

.  Bru.  Lucilius  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commanders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cas.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us.        [Exeunt  Lucilivs  and  Titinius. 

f  — —  cAickf ,]  i.  e.  Xi  clamorouu 

^  EnUr  Poet.]  Shaktpeare  found  the  present  incident  in  Plutarch.  The  in- 
tnder,  howeTer,  was  Maraa  Phaoniui,  who  had  been  a  friend  and  follower  of 
Cato ;  not  a  poet»  but  one  who  assumed  the  character  of  a  cynick  philosopher. 
— Stbxvxvs. 

ft jigg^gfooU?]  i.  e.  SiUy  poeu.    A  jig  signified,  in  our  author's  time. 

a  metrical  composition,  as  well  as  a  dance. — Malon i. 

i  Camfanim,} — ^is  used  as  a  term  of  reproach  in  many  of  the  old  plays ;  as  we 
at  present  say— /«<ioii?. — Steetbns. 
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Bru*  Lucius^  a  bowl  of  wine* 

Cas.  I  did  not  thinks  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Bru,  O  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cas,  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

Bru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better: — Portia  is  dead. 

Cas.  lia !  Portia  ? 
.    Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cas.  How  scap'd  I  killing,  when  I  cross'd  you  so  ? 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss ! — 
Upon  what  sickness  ? 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence ; 

And  grief,  that  young  Octavius  with  Mark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong ; — for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came; — ^With  this  she  fell  distract. 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallowed  fire.^ 

Cas.  And  died  so  ? 

Bru.  Even  so. 

Cas.  O  ye  immortal  gods ! 

Enter  Lucius  with  Wine  and  Tapers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : — 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius.  [^Drinks. 

Cas.  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge  : — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup ; 

1  cannot  drink  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  {^Drinks. 

Re-enter  Titinius,  with  Mbssala. 

Bru.  Come  in,  Titinius : — ^Welcome,  good  Messala* — 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities, 

Cas.'  Portia,  art  thou  gone  ? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you. — 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters. 
That  young  Octavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 

k ncallow'dfire,^  Tbii  circumstance  is  taken  from  Plutarch.     It  is  alio 

mentioned  by  Valerius  Mazimiis. — The  latter,  however,  says  that  she  »urviwtd 
Brutus,  and  killed  herself  on  hearing  that  her  husband  was  defeated  and  al^n 
at  Philippi. — Stbitbks  and  Malonb. 
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Come  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power, 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

lies.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  self^-same  tehour. 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mes,  That  by  proscription,  and  bills  of  outlawry, 
Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus,v 
Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree ; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators,  that  died. 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one.' 

Cos.  Cicero  one  ? 

Mes.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead. 

And  by  that,  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  No,  Messala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 

Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 

Mes.  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru.  Why  ask  you?  Hear  you  aught  of  her  in  yours  ? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Br)i»  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — ^We  must  die,  Messala. 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Cos.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art"*  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  ? 

Cos.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reason  ? 

Cos.  This  it  is : 

'lis  better,  that  the  enemy  seek  us  : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers. 
Doing  himself  offence ;  whilst  we,  lying  still. 
Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

1 once,"]  i.  e.  At  $ome  time  or  other. 

m  —  in  art — ]  That  is,  in  theory, 

VOL.  Vll.  !• 
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Bru,  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  giTe  place  to  betted 
The  people,  'twizt  Philippi  and  this  ground. 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up, 
Come  on  refresh'd,  new-added,  and  encouraged ; 
From  which  adyantage  shall  we  cut  him  off. 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  him  there. 
These  people  at  our  back. 

Cas»  Hear  me,  good  bfotber. 

Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  must  note  beside. 
That  we  have  try'd  the  utmost  of  our  friends. 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe  : 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day. 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  iis  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men, 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune , 
Omitted,  all  the  Toyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves. 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cos.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  $ 

We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  tsJk, 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ? 

Ca$.  No  more.    Oood  night. 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise^  and  hence. 

Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown.    [Exit   Lucius.]    Farewell, 
good  Messala; — 
Oood  night,  Titinius : — Noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cas.  O  my  dear  brother ! 

This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night: 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls  I 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Every  thing  is  well. 
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Cos.  Good  night,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Good  night,  good  brother. 

Tit,  Mes.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 
Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Cas.  Tit.  and  Meb. 

Reenter  Lvcius,  with  the  Gown. 

GiTe  me  the  g^own.    Where  is  thy  instrument? 

Luc,  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bru.  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsily  ? 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er-watch'd. 
Call  Claudius,  and  some  other  of  my  men ; 
rU  have  them  sleep  on  cushiony  in  my  tent. 

Luc.  Varro  and  Claudius ! 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 

Far.  Calls  my  lord? 

Bru.  I  pray  you,  sir^,  lie  in  my  tent,  and  sleep ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand,  and  watch  your 
pleasure. 

Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so :  lie  down,  good  sirs  ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown.        [Servants  lie  dawn. 

Luc.  I  was  sure,  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile. 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 
•  Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  please  you. 

Bru.  It  does,  my  boy : 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru.  I  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might ; 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru.  It  is  well  done ;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again ; 
I  will  cot  hold  thee  long :  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Musick,  and  a  Sang. 

f2 
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This  is  a  sleepy  tune : — O  murd'rous  slumber ! 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace "  upon  my  boy. 
That  plays  thee  musick  ? — Gentle  knave,  good  night ; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee* 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take  it  from  thee ;  and,  good  boy,  good  night. 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — Is  not  the  leaf  tum'd  down. 
Where  I  left  reading  ?  Here  it  is,  I  think.     IHe  sits  down. 

Enter  the  Ghost  of  Cjes ar/ 

How  ill  this  taper  burns ! — Ha !  who  comes  here  ? 

I  think,  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes. 

That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 

It  comes  upon  me : — Art  thou  any  thing? 

Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil,* 

That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare  ? 

Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art. 

Ghost.  Thy  evil  spirit,. Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'stthoa? 

Ghost.  To  tell  thee,  thou  shalt  see  me  at  Philippi. 

Bru.  WeU; 
Then  I  shall  see  thee  again  ? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  Philippi.    [Ghost  vanishes. 

Bru.  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi  then. — 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanishest : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 
Boy !  Lucius ! — Varro  !  Claudius  !  Sirs,  awake ! — 
Claudius ! 

Luc.  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

Bru.  He  thinks,  he  still  is  at  his  instrument. — 
Lucius,  awake. 

Luc.  My  lord ! 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  cry'dst  out? 

Luc.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Bru.  Yes,  that  thou  didst :  Didst  thou  see  any  thing  7 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

■ mae§ — J  The  ancient  term  for  a  tuptrt, — Stbitbvs. 

o  Ghott  if  CttuKrI\  Shakipeare  haa  on  this  occasion  deserted  his  original.  It 
does  not  appear  from  Plutarch  that  the  GhoiA  of  C««ar  appeared  to  Brutus,  but 
•*  a  wonderful,  stranze,  and  monstrous  shape  of  a  body.'' — ^This  apparition  could 
not  bt  at  once  theiEaile  tf  Crtsr,  and  the  evi<  ^itu  if  Bniti<f.--^TBiyBKi. 
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Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius ! 
Fellow  thou !  awake. 

Var.  My  lord. 

Clou.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep  ? 

Var.  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Ay ;  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Var.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go,  uid  commend  me  to  my  brother  Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before. 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  Clau.  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.     {Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

Scene  I. —  The  plains  o/Thilippi. 

Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their  Army. 

Od.  NoWy  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered : 
You  said,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  so :  their  battles  are  at  hand ; 
They  mean  to  wami*  us  at  Philippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ani.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,**  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage ; 
But  'tis  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show : 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out, 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

f  .         iBoml  i*  e.  Suimnum. 

q fearful  bravery,']  i.  e.  With  a  gallant  tkow  rf  courage,  carrying  wUh  it 

terrer  and  dtflMra.— Fearful  is  used  here,  as  in  many  oUiex  places,  for  tnlimtdat- 
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Ant.  Octavius^  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  I,  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent  ? 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you ;  but  I  will  do  so.         [March. 

Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Armj/: 
LuciLius,  TiTiNius,  Messala,  and  o/Aers. 

Bru.  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

Cas.  Stand  fast,  Titinius  :  We  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct.  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle  ? 

Ant.  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Make  forth,  the  generals  would  have  some  words. 

Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Btu.  Words  before  blows :  Is  it  so,  countrymen  ? 

Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavius. 

Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  words: 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Caesar's  heart. 
Crying,  hong  live !  hail,  Casar ! 

Cas.  Antony, 

The  posture 'of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown ; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees. 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 

Ant.  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too; 
For  you'have  stolen  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And^  very  wisely,  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant.  Villains,  you  did  not  so,  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar : 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd  like  hounds 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind. 
Struck  Caesar  on  the  neck.     O,  you  flatterers ! 

Cas.  Flatterers ! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day. 
If  Cassius  might  have  rul'd. 

Oct.  Come,  come,  the  cause :  If  arguing  make  us 
sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
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Look ; 

I  draw  a  sword  agaixut  conspirators ; 

When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  up  again  ? 

Never,  till  Casar's  three-and-twenty  wounds 

Be  well  aveng'd ;  or  till  another  C»sar 

Have  added  slaughter' to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

Bru.  Ceesar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors. 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ;. 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  O,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain, 
Young  man,  thou  could'st  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cos.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such  honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 

Ant.  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come, Antony;  away. — 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we '  in  your  teeth : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

^Exeunt  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their  Amnf. 

Cos.  Why  now,  blow,  wind ;  swell,  billow ;  and  swim. 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard.  [bark ! 

Bru.  Ho ! 
Lucilius ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

Jjuc.  My  lord. 

[Brutus  and  Lucilius  conoene  apart. 

Cos.  Messala, — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general  1 

Cos.  Messala,* 

This  is  my  birth-day ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  born.     Oive  me  thy  hand,  Messala : 
Be  thou  my  witness,  that,  against  my  will. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compell'd  to  set 
Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong, 

'  D^tmoe,  traUors,  hurl  we — "]  Hurl  ia  pecoliarly  ezprefUTe.  Tlie  chanenger 
ift  judicial  combat  was  said  to  hurl  down  hia  gaee»  when  he  threw  hii  glore 
down  aa  apledge  tiliat  he  would  make  good  hia  charge  againat  hia  adyeiaaxy. 
— ^OXT  White. 

*  MtmaXa,  &c.]  Ahnoat  eveiy  cizciunatance  in  the  following  speech  ia  taken 
from  Sir  Thomas  North's  translation  of  Phitarch. — SrkETBNs. 
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And  his  opinion  :  now  I  change  my  mind^ 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former*  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch 'd. 
Gorging  and  feeding  from  our  soldiers'  hands ; 
Who  to  Philippi  here  consorted  us  ; 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away,  and  gone ; 
And  in  their  steads,  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites. 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey ;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cos.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cos.  Now,  most  noble  Brutu&, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly ;  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age  ! 
But,  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  uncertain, 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  do  ?" 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy. 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself: — I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life :''— arming  myself  with  patience,"* 

* formerl  i.  e.  Foremost. 

*  Ths  vtnf  latt  time  we  ihall  ^eak  together : 
What  are  you  then  determined  to  dof]  i.  e.  I  am  resoWed  in  such  a  caM  to 
kill  myself.    What  are  yoa  determined  of! — Waruurtok. 

^ jfrevent 

The  time  of  life:—]  i.  e.  Anticipate  the  period  tf  exittenee,— Prevent  it  here 
mad  in  the  iJitin  sense  ofprevenio, — Nares. 

" arming  myself  mth  patience,  fltc]  Dr.  Warfoorton  thinks,  that  in  thi» 

speech  something  is  lost ;  but  there  needed  only  a  parenthesis  to  clear  it.  The 
construction  is  this ;  1  am  determined  to  act  accordmg  to  that  philosophy  which 
directed  roe  to  blame  the  luicide  of  Cato ;  arming  myself  with  patience,  &c.^ 
Johnson. 
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To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers. 
That  govern  us  below. 

Com,  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle. 

You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

jBrti.  No,  Cassius,  no :'  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take : — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smile; 
If  not,  why  then  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cas.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus  ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  weUl  smile  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead  on, — O,  that  a  man  might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  come ! 
But  it  sufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known, — Come,  ho !  away !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  same.     The  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarum.     Enter  Brutus  and  MtssALA. 

Bru.  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side :  [Loud  Alarum. 

Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius'  wing, 
And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messala :  let  them  all  come  down.      [Exeunt. 

*  No,  Camus,  no:]  There  is  certainly  an  apparent  contradiction  between  the 
sentiments  which  Brutus  expresses  in  this,  and  in  his  preceding  speech ;  but 
the  inconsistency  is  easily  reconciled.  Brutus  is  at  first  inclined  to  wait 
patiently  for  better  times;  but  is  roused  by  the  idea  of  being  led  in  trmmph, 
to  which  he  will  never  submit.  The  loss  of  the  battle  would  not  alone  have 
detexmined  him  to  kill  himself,  if  he  could  have  lived  free. — Ritson. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  ume.     Another  Part  of  the  Field, 

Alarum,     Enter  Cassius  and  Titinius. 

C(U.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly ! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  tum'd  enemy  : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him* 

{Tf^*  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early : 
Who  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly ;  his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil. 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclos'd. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord ! 
Fly  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  off. 

Cos.  This  hill  is  far  enough.     Look,  look,  Titinius ; 
Are  those  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire  ? 

TU.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cos.  Titinius,  if  thou  lov'st  me. 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
^  And  here  again ;  that  I  may  rest  assur'd. 
Whether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought.    [Exit. 

Cos.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick  ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  oot'st  about  the  field. — 

[Exit  Pindarus. 
This  day  I  breathed  first:  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin,  there  shall  I  end ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass. — Sirrah,'  what  news? 

Pin.  [above.]  O  my  lord ! 

Cas.  What  news? 

Pin.  Titinius  is 
Enclosed  round  about  with  horsemen,  that 

■  «-—  SirraA,]  The  ufoal  addreaa  in  speaking  to  serranti  and  children,  at 
appean  from  many  of  our  old  playi. — M  a  lo  h  b. 
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Make  to  him  on  the  spur ; — yet  he  Bpurs  on.—  ^ 
Now  they  are  almost  on  him ;  now,  Titinius ! — 
Now  some  'light : — O,  he  lights  too : — ^he*fl  ta'en ; — and, 
hark!  IShoui. 

They  shout  for  joy. 

Cos.  Come  down,  behold  no  more. — 

O,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long. 
To  see  my  best  friend  ta'en  before  my  face ! 

Enter  Pindabus. 

Come  hither,  sirrah : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner; 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life. 

That  whatsoever  I  bid  thee  do. 

Thou  should'st  attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep  thine  oath ! 

Now  be  a  freeman ;  and,  with  this  good  sword. 

That  ran  through  Caesar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 

Stand  not  to  answer ;  Here,  take  thou  the  hilts ; 

And,  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 

Guide  thou  the  sword. — Ceesar,  thou  art  reveng'd. 

Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Dies. 

Pin.  So,  I  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been, 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassius ! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [£jtV. 

Re-enter  Titinius,  vnth  Mess  a  la. 

Mes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus''  power. 
As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 

Tit.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes.  Where  did  you  leave  him  ? 

Tit.  All  disconsolate. 

With  Pindarus  his  bondman,  on  this  hill. 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he,  that  lies  upon  the  ground  ? 

Tit.  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     O  my  heart ! 

Mes.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Tit.  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 
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Bat  CasBius  is  no  more. — O  setting  sun ! 

As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to-night. 

So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set : 

The  sun  of  Rome  is  set !  Our  day  is  gone ; 

Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds  are  done ! 

Mistrust  of  my  success  hath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
O  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child  ! 
Why  dost  thou  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not?  O  error,  soon  conceiv'd. 
Thou  never  com'st  unto  a  happy  birth. 
But  kiirst  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus  !    Where  art  thou,  Pindarus  ? 

Mes,  Seek  him,  Titinius:  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrusting  this  report 
Into  his  ears :  I  may  say,  thrusting  it ; 
For  piercing  steel,  and  darts  envenomed. 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus, 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tf/.  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  will  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while.   [Exit  Messala. 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius  ? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  friends  ?  and  did  not  they 
Pat  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory. 
And  bid  me  give  it  thee  ?  Didst  thou  not  hear  their  shouts  ? 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow ; 
Thy  ^rutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
Will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Caius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods : — ^This  is  a  Roman's  part : 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart.        [Dies. 

Alarum.    Re*enter  Messala,  with  Brutus,  young  Ckto, 
Strato»  Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

Bm.  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie  ? 
Me$.  Lo,  yonder;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 
Bru.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 
Cato.  He  is  slain. 
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Bru.  O  Julius  Ceesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet ! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  Alarunu. 

Cato.  Brave  Titinius ! 

Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cassius ! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these  ?^— 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well ! 
It  is  impossible,  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow.'^ — Friends,  I  owe  more  tears 
To  this  dead  man,  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body ; 
His  funeral  shall  not  be  in  our  camp. 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — Lucilius^  come ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato ;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on  : — 
Tis  three  o'clock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  ere  night 
We  shall  try  fortune  in  a  second  fight.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarum.     Enter  Jighting,   Soldiers  of  both  Armies;  then 
Brutus,  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  others. 

Bru.  Yet,  countrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your  heads  ! 

Cato.  What  bastard  doth  not  ?   Who  will  go  with  me  1 
I  ^U  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field  : — 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  !^     ]^Charges  the  Enemy. 

Bru.  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  1 ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend ;  know  me  for  Brutus. 

[Exit,  charging  the  Enemy.     Cato  is  over- 
powered, and  falls. 

*»  The  laU  of  all  the  Ramant,  ^c]  '*  So  when  he,  Brutus,  was  come  thither 
alter  he  had  lamented  the  deatii  of  Caseins,  calling  him  the  lait  of  aU  the  Bo 
moMt  heing  impombU  that  Rome  thould  ever  breede  againe  to  nobU  and  ealiant  t 
man  at  he,  he  caused  his  bodie  to  be  buried." — North's  Plutarch, 

«  I  am  the  tonofMaretu  Cato,  ho!]  **  llien  was  the  soone  of  Marcus  Cati 
slaine  valiantlj  fighting,  6cc.  tilling  aloud  his  name  and  ha  father*t  name.**-- 
North's  Plutareh. 
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*    Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius ; 
And  may'st  be  honoured  being  Cato*s  son.' 

1  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 

Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die : 

There  is  so  much,  that  thou  wilt  kill  me  straight ; 

[Offering  Money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honoured  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  must  not. — A  noble  prisoner ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho !   Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

1  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news. — Here  comes  the  general : — 

Enter  Antony. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta^en  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough ; 
I  dare  assure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame ! 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead. 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Ant.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend ;  but,  I  assure  you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  ^orth :  keep  this  man  safe. 
Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends,  than  enemies.     Go  on. 
And  see  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive,  or  dead : 
And  bring  us  word,  unto  Octavius'  tent. 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Bbutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and 

VOLUMNIUS. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 
Cli.  Statilius  show'd  the  torch-light;  but  my  lord. 
He  came  not  back ;  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  slain. 

* hfing  Cff/o's  9on,]  i.e.  Worthv  of  him. — W  a  KB  v. If  on. 
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Bru.  Sit  thee  down^  Clitus :  Slaying  is  the  word ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.    Hark  thee,  Clitas. — 

[Whufiifvig. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?    No«  not  for  all  the  world, 

Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 

Cli.  ril  rather  kill  myself. 

Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius !  [Whispers  him. 

Dar.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed  ? 

CU.  O,  Dardanius ! 

Dar.  O,  Clitus ! 

C/t.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee  ? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus :  Look,  he  meditates. 

CR.  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief. 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Volumnins :  list  a  word. 

Vol.  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius : 

The  ghost  of  Ceesar  hath  appeared  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night :  at  Sardis,  once ; 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fields. 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  see'st  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit: 
It  is  more  worthy,  to  leap  in  ourselves. 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know'st,  that  we  two  went  to  school  together; 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee. 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  whilst  I  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[Alarum  $HU. 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord ;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru.  Farewell  to  you — and  you; — and  you,  Volum- 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep ;  [nius. — 

Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato. — Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  life,  , 

I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day. 
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More  than  Octavius,  and  Mark  Antony, 

By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history  : 

Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  rest. 

That  have  but  labonr'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.     Cry  within;  Fly,  fly,  fly. 

Cli.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Bru.  Hence ;  I  will  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt  Clitus,  Dardanius,  and  Volumnius. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it  : 
Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face. 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.    Wilt  thou,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  Give  me  your  hand  first :  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Bru,  Farewell,  good  Strato. — CsBsar,  now  be  still : 
I  kiird  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[He  runs  on  his  Sword,  and  dies. 

Alarum.   Retreat.   Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  Messala, 

LuciLius,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that? 

Mes.  My  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy  master? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala ; 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself. 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

Luc.  So  Brutus  should  be  found. — I  thank  thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius*  saying  true.* 

Oct.  All  that  serv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain  them.' 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you.' 

Oct.  Do  so,  good  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato  ? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

*  That  thou  hau  prov*d  Lueiliu^  trying  trut.'\  See  p.  78. 
'—  entertain  th«m.'\  i.e.  Reeehot  tMm  into  my  ierviee. — Stxivcns. 
f  —  prefer—]  This  seema  to  hare  been  the  establii hed  phrase  for  recom- 
mending  a  tervant, — Recd. 


ACT  v.— SCENE  V.  81 

Me$.  Octavias,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 

Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all : 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he, , 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Ceesar; 
He,  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought. 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle ;  and  the  elements 
So  miz'd  in  him,  that  Nature  might  stand  up. 
And  say  to  all  the  world.  This  was  a  man ! 

Oct.  According  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him. 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie. 
Most  like  a  soldier,  ordered  honourably.-^ 
So  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let's  away. 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  [Eieunt.^ 

t  Of  this  tragedy  many  particular  pauaget  deserve  regard,  and  the  conten- 
tion and  reconcilement  of  Brutus  and  Casaius  is  universally  celebrated ;  but  I 
have  never  been  strongly  agitated  in  perusing  it,  and  think  it  somewhat  cold 
and  unaflbcting,  compared  with  some  other  of  Shakspeare*s  plays :  his  adher- 
ence to  the  real  story,  and  to  Roman  manners,  seems  to  have  impeded  the  na- 
taral  vigour  of  his  genius. — Johnsok. 

It  would  be  an  act  of  injustice  to  the  various  powers  of  Shaknieare,  to  leave 
dus  piece  of  friirid  criticism  before  the  reader  of  his  works,  without  producing 
the  opposite  jw^^ent  of  M.  Schlegel. — ^The  following  observations  will,  I  con- 
ceive, be  found  more  in  unison  with  public  opinion ;  and  are  more  truly  de- 
scripdvo  of  the  merits  and  character  of  this  exquisite  production. 

"  J'ai  d^  montr^  ailleurs  pourquoi  ilfallait,  dans  JuUi-Ce$ar,  afin  que  I'ac* 
tion  fnt  complete,  que  la  piece  continuftt  jusqu*  a  la  d^aite  de  Brutus  et  de 
Caisins.*  Ce  n*est  point  Ckm  qui  est  le  h6roe  de  la  Trag^die,  c*est  Brutus, 
et  sen  caractere  v  est  d6velopp6  avec  le  plus  grand  soin.  Cependant  le  poete 
a  indiqu6  avec  fineiee  la  superiority  que  donnait  a  Cassius  une  volenti  plus 
forte,  et  des  vues  plus  justes  sur  les  4v6nemens»  L'ame  de  Brutus  teit  trop 
exah^e  pour  qu'il  p(kt  6tre  chef  de  parti  dans  un  6tat  d^ja  commipu,  et  il  com- 
mit des  fiuites  qui  firent  prendre  une  toumure  malheureuse  k  la  cause  des  con- 
jure. On  a  blam^  la  jactance  des  discours  de  C^sar,  mais  puisque  le  poets 
ne  le  fait  pas  agir,  il  fant  qu'il  donne  lam^ure  de  sa  grandeur  par  1  impression 
qu'il  produit  sur  les  autres,  et  par  sa  confiance  dans  ses  propres  forces.  *  Cette 
confiance  ne  manquait  assur6ment  pas  a  C^ar,  comme  on  pent  le  voir  dans 
THistoire  et  dans  ses  propres  Merits,  mais,  sans  doute,  elle  ae  manifestait  plu- 
tM  par  des  railleries  spirituelles  centre  ses  antagonistes,  que  par  des  rodomon- 
tades. Les  deux  dermers  actesde  cette  piece  ne  se  soutiennent  pas  an  niveau 
des  premiers,  pour  la  pompe  et  le  mouvement  de  la  scene,  et  c'est  un  grand 
d^vantage  an  th^tre.  L  entree  de  C^sar  est  majestueuse.  C'est  une  marche 
•olenneUe.  11  s'avance  an  milieu  de  ses  guerriers.  Aussitdt  qu'il  parle,  la. 
niaaique  s'arr^,  tout  se  tait,  et  ses  paroles,  en  petit  nombre,  sont  recueillies 
conmie  des  oracles.  La  conjuration  est  une  v^table  conjuration.  On  prepare 
en  secret,  au  milieu  des  t^nSnTes  de  la  nuit  et  dans  des  entrevues  clandestmes, 
le  coup  qui  doit  6tre  fr^p6  au  grand  jour  et  qui  changera  la  face  du  monde. 

*  Cowrt  de  Litt.  Dram,  tomt  1.  p.  97. 
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Le  d^tordre  de  I&foole  arant  le  metiitre  de  C^sar,  la  consteraation  de  timt  le 
people,  et  m6me  ceUe  des  conjitr6s  apies  Taction,  sont  des  pemtarea  de  main 
de  mattre.  L'effet  eat  port6  &  son  comble  au  moment  du  convoi  fon^bre  ei  da 
diaooun  d'Antoine.  L  ombre  de  C^sar  paralt  plos  puiasante  pour  venger  sa 
chute  au'il  ne  I'ftait  lui-m^me  pour  la  pi^enir.  Apres  que  le  conqu^rant  et 
le  dommateur  du  monde  e'est  montr6  dans  tout  son  6clat  et  qu'il  a  ditparu, 
il  ne  reste  plus  pour  occuper  Tattention,  que  Brutus  et  Cassius :  ils  se  pr^ 
sentent  seuls,  et  comme  les  demiers  Romains  qui  existent  encore.  Mais  uii 
projet  hardi  excite  bien  plus  vivement  la  curiosite,  oue  la  ferme  resolution  d*en 
supporter  les  consequences. — Scblegbl.  Omn  de  lAt*  Dram,  tame  S.  p.  83. 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


This  play  was  entered  in  the  Stationen'  booka»  May  S»  1608 ;  and  wai, 
according  to  the  conjectore  of  MaIone»  composed  in  the  same  year.  It  waa 
noty  however,  printed  till  the  folio  of  1623. 

The  sohject  is  taken  from  Plutarch's  Life  of  Antony»  which  has  been  doseJy 
followed. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


,    >tri 


M.  Antony, 

OcTAVius  Cmsar,     y'triumvirs. 

M.  MuiL.  Lepidus,  J 

Sbxtus  Pompeius, 

DoMiTius  Enobarbus, 

Ventidiusi 


^friends  of  Antony. 


'friends  to  Cssar. 


Eros, 

SCARUS, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

Mbcanas, 

Agrippa, 

dolabella, 

Proculeius, 

Thyreus, 

Oallus, 

Menas,  \ 

Mbnecrates,  >  friends  of  Vompey. 

Varrius,  y 

Taurus,  lieutenant-general  to  CsBsar. 

Canidius,  lieutenant-general  to  Antony. 

Si  LI  us,  an  officer  in  Ventidios's  army. 

Euphronius,  an  ambassador  from  Antony  to  Cssar. 

Albxas,  Mardian,  Seleucus,  and  Diomedbs  ;  al- 

tendanis  on  Cleopatra. 
A  Soothsayer.    A  Clown, 

Cleopatra,  queen  o^ Egypt 

OcTAviA,  sister  to  Ceesar,  and  wife  to  Antony. 

.  '  >  attendants  on  Cleopatra. 

Officers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

Scene,  dispersed;   tit  several  Parts  of  the  Roman 

Empire. 
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ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  Cleopatra's  Palace. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

Philo.  jN  AY,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
Overflows  the  measure :  those  his  goodly  eyes. 
That  o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
Have  glow'd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  tarn. 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front ;  his  captain's  heart, 
Whicli  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 
The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges*  all  temper; 
And  is  become  the  bellows,  and  the  fan. 
To  cool  a  gipsy's^  lust.    Look,  where  they  come ! 

Flourish.     Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  their 

Trains:  Eunuchs^/iimif^g^  her. 

Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar*"  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet^s  fool :  behold  and  see. 

Cleo.  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 

Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 

Cleo.  ni  set  a  bourn*  how  far  to  be  belov'd. 

Jnt.  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven,  new 

[earth.* 
Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

•  _~-  retiiges — ]  L  e.  Renounca, — Pops. 

b Cipty — ]  Here  used  both  in  the  oriffinal  meaning  for  an  Egyptian^ 

and  in  its  accidental  sense  for  a  had  womatu—JOHVBom. 

<  Th*  triple  pUlar — ]  TripU  is  here  used  improperly  for  third  ormtcf  tkrm. 
One  of  the  triumvin,  one  of  the  three  masters  of  the  world.^ — ^Wabbubton. 

•  ^-—  bourn — ]  i.  e.  Bound  or  limU, 

•  Then  must  you,  &€.]  You  must  set  the  hotim  or  limit  of  my  lore,  at  a 
gfeater  distance  than  the  present  visible  universe  affords.— -Johnson. 
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Ant.  Grates  me :' — ^The  sum.' 

Cleo.  Nay,  hear  them,**  Antony  : 
Fulyia,  perchaace,  is  Angry;  Or>  who  knows 
If  the  scarce-bearded  CsBsar  have  not  sent 
His  powerful  mandate  to  you.  Do  this,  or  this; 
Take  in  that  kingdom,^  and  enfranchise  that ; 
Perform't,  or  else  we  damn  thee. 

Ant.  How,  my  love ! 

Cleo.  Perchance, — nay,  and  most  like. 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  your  dismission 
Is  come  from  Ceesar ;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. — 
Where's  Fulvia's  process ?J    C®sar*s,   I   would  say? — 

Both?— 
Call  in  the  messengers. — As  I  am  Egypt's  queen. 
Thou  blushest,  Antony ;  and  that  blood  of  thine 
Is  CsBsar's  homager :  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame. 
When  shrill-tonguM  Fulvia  scolds. — ^The  messengers. 

Ant.  Let  Rome  in  Tyber  melt!  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd^  empire  fall !  Here  is  my  space ; 
Kingdoms  are  clay :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beasts  as  man  :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair,        {Embracing. 
And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which,  I  bind. 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet,' 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo,  Excellent  falsehood ! 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her? — 
I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not ;  Antony 
Wfll  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra. — 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,*  and  her  soft  hours. 


'  Oraitt  Mf : — ]  L  e.  Dittrtmn  me. 

i Vkt  «iMi.]  Be  brief,  tmm  tky  twikieM  in  m  few  words.— Johnson. 

k  Niay,  htar  tliem,]  i.  e.  The  mw.    This  word,  in  Shak^Mare't  time,  was 
cooAdered  as  plaral. — Malonb. 
.  *  TaJb  in,  &c^1  L  ••  5mMim,  ctnfmer, 

I firoeeni'\  i.  e.  Summma, — It  is  m  law-tenn. 

**—  reiqrV^— 1  i.  e.  Ordtrkif  iupmd.  "Tke  teixn  niiift,"  says  Makme, 
<*  SUMS,  ia  our  antWs  time,  to  liave  been  applied,  in  apec^iar  sense,  to  ma- 
son's work." 

I  ■     ■   4S  wfft,]  i.  e.  To  Initfw. 

■ f9r  ih$  lorn  ef  Lorf ,]  i.  e.  Fw  lAs  lolw  tf  tfm  fusrn  rflovt. 
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Let's  not  confound"  the  time  with  conference  harsh : 
There's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
Without  some  pleasure  now :  What  sport  to-night  ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  ambassadors. 

^nt.  Fye,  wrangling  queen ! 

Whom  every  thing  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laugh. 
To  weep ;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd  ! 
No  messenger ;  but  thine  and  all  alone,"" 
To-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.    Come,  my  queen  ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it : — Speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  AnT.  and  Clegp.  with  their  Train. 

Dem.  Is  Csesar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  slight  ? 

Pf^.  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I'm  full  sorry, 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar,P  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome;  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.     Rest  you  happy !     [Exeunt. 

SCENE.  II. 

The  same.     Another  Roam, 
Enter  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any  thing  Alexas, 
almost  most  absolute  Alexas,  where's  the  soothsayer  that 
you  praised  so  to  the  queen  ?  O,  that  I  knew  this  hus- 
band, which,  you  say,  must  change  his  horns  with  gar- 
lands !i 

• 

B  — —  confound — ]  L  e.  Con$utne. 

^  fio  me$s€nger ;  hut  thine  and  alt  alone,  &c.]  Cleopatra  has  said,  "  Call  in 
the  measengeTS  ;**  and  afterwards,  **  Hear  the  ambassadors."  Talk  not  to  me, 
sajs  Antony,  of  messengers ;  I  am  now  wholly  thine,  and  you  and  I  unattende4 
will  to-night  wander  through  the  streets. — Ma  lone. 

p afprovti  tht  common  liar,]  i.  e.  Provci  the  common  liar,  fame,  in  his 

case  to  be  m  true  reporter. — Ma  lone. 

q change  hii  harm  with  garlandt !]  i.  e.  Muit  wear  a  variety  of  garlands  in 

hit  homi.  To  change,  is  to  wear  changes  or  Tariety  of  any  dress  or  ornaments. 
— Nabi^s. 
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Alex,  Soothsayer. 
Sooih.  Your  will  ? 

Char.  Is  thia  the  man  ? — -Is't  you,  sir,  that  know  things? 
Sopih.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read* 

Alex.  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobai^bus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly ;  wine  enough. 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooih.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

Char.  He  means  in  flesh. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Alex.  Vex  not  his  prescience;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush! 

Sooih.  You  shall  be  more  beloving,  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking.' 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune !  Let  me  be 
married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all ; 
let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may 
do  homage  :*  find  me  to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Caesar, 
and  companion  me  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth.  You  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better  than  figs.* 

t  — _-  kiot  Mtf  Uver  with  drimking,^  A  lieated  liver  U  mppoMd  to  make  a 
pimpled  &ce. — Johihon. 

*  — —  ft  whom  Htrod  rf  Jewry  may  do  homugt:!  Herod  paid  bomage  to  tlie 
IUnhumi,  to  prociiie  the  grant  of  the  idngdom  of  Jadea :  bat  I  beUere  tbere  ia 
aa  aDaaioo  iMre  to  the  theatrical  character  of  this  numarch,  and  to  a  prorerbial 
mioB  foimded  on  it.  Herod  wai  alwajs  one  of  the  personages  in  the 
eiiee  of  oar  earlv  stage,  on  which  he  was  coostanUj  represented  as  a 
i,  haughty,  blustering,  tyrant,  so  th^t  Herod  of  Jfwrjf  became  a  common 
proverb,  expressive  of  torbulence  and  rase.  Thus,  Hainlet  says  of  a  ranting 
player,  that  he  *'  out-herodt  Herod,"  And,  m  this  tragedv,  Alexai  tells  Cleopa- 
trm,  that  *'  not  even  Her.yd  tfJewrj  dare  look  upon  her  vlien  she  is  angry  ;*'  i.  e. 
not  even  a  man  as  fierce  as  Herod,  According  to  this  ezplanatioa,  the  sense 
of  the  present  passage  will  be— Charmian  wishes  for  a  son  who  may  arrive  at 
soch  power  and  dominion  that  the  proudest  and  fiercest  monarchs  ot  the  earth 

ay  be  brought  under  his  yoke. — Stkivbws. 

* i  hoe  lomg  tife  better  thmnjifu]  This  is  a  proverbial  ezprrssien. 


ACT  I.— SCENE  11.  89 

Sooih.  You  have  seen  and  proved  a  fairer  former  fortune 
than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  TheDy  belike,  my  children  shall  have  no  names  :* 
Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  must  I  have  ? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb. 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch/ 

Alex.  You  thinki  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to  your 
wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night,  shall 
be«— drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing  else. 

Char.  Even  as  the  o'erflowing  Nilus  presageth  famine. 

Ira$.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognosti- 
cation,^ I  cannot  scratch  mine  ear. — Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but 
a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth.  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how  ?  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth.  I  have  said. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  better 
than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend !  Alexas, — 
come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — O,  let  him  marry  a  woman 
that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee !  And  let  her 
die  too,  and  give  him  a  worse!  and  let  worse  follow 
worse,  till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his 
grave,  fifty-fold  a  cuckold!  Good  Isis,  hear  me  this  prayer, 

■  Them,  Mifct,  my  children  »haU  hare  no  names :]  If  I  have  already  liad  th^ 
belt  of  my  fortune,  then  I  suppose  1  ihall  never  name  children,  that  is,  I  am 
aerer  to  oe  married.  However,  tell  me  the  truth,  tell  me,  how  muny  boyt  and 
weneheif — Jobnson. 

▼ I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch.]  From  a  common  proverbial  reproach  to 

fiUy  ignorant  females :  *'  You'll  never  be  bunt  for  a  witch." — Stebvxns^ 
V  —  if  an  oilif  palm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognaetieation,']  So  in  OtheUo : — 
*^  This  hand  is  moist,  my  btdy, 
This  argues yruit/vlncn  and  liberal  heart.'*— Ma vom^ 
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though  thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isis, 
I  beseech  thee! 

Ira$.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to  see  a  handsome 
man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul 
knave  uncuckolded ;  Therefore,  dear  Isis,  keep  decorum, 
and  fortune  him  accordingly ! 

Char.  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 
cuckold,  they  would  make  themselves  whores,  but  they'd 
do't. 

Eno,  Hush !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

:    Cleo.  Was  he  not  here? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  disposed  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  sudden 
A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him. — Enobarbus, — 

Eno.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bring  him  hither.  Where's  Alexas  ? 

Alex.  Here,  at  your  service. — My  lord  approaches. 

Enter  Antony  with  a  Messenger  and  Attendants. 

Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  him :  Go  with  us. 

[Exeunt  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Alexas, 
Iras,|Charmian,  Soothsayer,  and 
Attendants. 
Afei5.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the  field. 
Ant.  Against  my  brother  Lucius  ? 
Mess.  Ay: 
But  soon  Uiat  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainst  Cssar ; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well, 

What  worst  ? 
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itfess.  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller.  . 
.  Ant»  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  coward. — On : 
Things,  that  are  past,  are  done,  with  me. — Tis  thus ; 
Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  bear  him  as  be  flatter'd. 

Mess.  Labienus 

(This  is  stiff  news)  hath,  with  his  Parthian  force. 
Extended' Asia  from  Euphrates;   • 
His  conquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,.and  to  Ionia; 
Whilst 


Ant.  Antony,  thou  would'st  say, — 

Mess.  O,  my  lord ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  tongue ; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she's  call'd  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrase ;  and  tcunt  my  faults 
With  such  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.     O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds. 
When  our  quick  minds  lie  still ;  and  our  ills  told  us. 
Is  as  our  earing.^     Fare  thee  well  a  while. 

Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit. 

Ant.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news?    Speak  there. 

1  Att.  The  mjui  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  such  an  one  ? 

2  Att.  He  stays  upon  your  will. 

Ani.  Let  him  appear, —    . 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Or  lose  myself  in  dotage. — ^What  are  you  ? 

2  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  she? 

2  Mess.  In  Sicyon  : 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serious 
Importeth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gives  a  Letter. 

>  EtUmded — ]  i.e.  Snted  vpon,  tahtnyouanan  of, — To  extend,  is  a  law  tenn,- 
oied  for  to  mu  lands  and  tenements. 

y  When  OUT  ^uk  minds  lie  still,  &c.]  The  old  copy  reads  winds ;  the  alteration 
of  the  text  was  proposed  by  Warbnrton  and  adopted  by  Malone.  Archdeacon 
Naies  coniiders  such  an  emendation  as  necessary  to  the  sense,  and  explains 
the  passage  as  follows :  **  We  bring  forth  winds,  when  our  ouick  (i.  e.  pregnant 
or  fertile)  minds  lie  still,  but  telling  us  of  our  ills  (i.  e.  faults)  is  like  eartn^  (i.  e. 
tilling)  them/'  which  leads  to  a  good  produce. 
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Ant.  Forbear  me. — 

[Exit  Messenger. 
There's  a  great  spirit  gone !  Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us. 
We  wish  it  ours  again ;  the  present  pleasure. 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:*  she's  good,  being  gone ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,*  that  shov'd  her  on. 
I  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  than  the  ills  I  know. 
My  idleness  doth  hatch. — How  now !  Enobarbus ! 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleasure,  sir? 

Ant.  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women  :  We  see  how 
mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them ;  if  they  suffer  our  de- 
parture, death's  the  word. 

Ant.  I  must  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women  die :  It 
were  a  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ;  though,  be- 
tween them  and  a  great  cause,  they  should  be  esteemed 
nothing.  Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  least  noise  of  this, 
dies  instantly ;  I  have  seen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far 
poorer  moment:^  I  do  think,  there  is  mettle  in  deaths 
which  commits  some  loving  act  upon  her,  she  had  such  a 
celerity  in  dying. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no ;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing 
but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love:  We  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters,  sighs  and  tears ;  they  are  greater  storms  and 
tempests  than  almanacks  can  report:  this  cannot  be 

* tkg  prtaeitC  pUaturt, 

By  rffpoiulira  iower'n^,  ion  htc€im» 

lit  opptmu  rfUmlf:^  I  beliere  rtufbUum  meanB  change  of  drcomitancet. 
Thif  fense  appean  to  remore  erery  difliculty  from  the  paatage. — Tk§  pifoMtv 
y  to-^ay,  6y  revolutions  oftoeHU  and  change  ifeireumutoneet,  efun  beet  all  U$  fmlme 
t0  ut,  and  becomee  to-morrow  c  pain. — Stbbvbns. 

•  The  hand  eouldpludi  her  baekj  Ace]  The  Terb  could  hat  a  pemliar  fignificm- 
tion  in  this  place ;  it  does  not  denote  power  bat  ineUnatum.    The  aenae  ia,  tho 
hemd  thai  dnm  her  off  would  now  wUlmgly  pluek  hor  back  ogeMU-^HmArm, 
wtemiHt  i]  i.  e.  Mcmter  sMtiack — Jon  Neon. 
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cunning  in  her ;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower  of  rain  as 
well  as  Jove. 

Ant,  'Would  I  had  never  seen  her  I 

Eno.  O,  HIT,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful 
piece  of  work;  which  not  to  have  been  blessed  withal, 
would  have  discredited  your  travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir? 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead.  • 

Eno.  Fulvia? 

Ant.  Dead.. 

Eno.  Why,  sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful  sacrifice. 
When  it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  man 
from  him,  it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth ;  com- 
forting therein,  that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out,  there 
are  members  to  make  new.'  If  there  were  no  women 
but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case  to  be 
lamented;  this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation;  your 
old  smock  brings  forth  a  new  petticoat : — and,  indeed,  the 
tears  live  in  an  onion,  that  should  water  this  sorrow. 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state. 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Eno*  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here  cannot 
be  without  you;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which 
wholly  depends  on  your  abode. 

Ant.  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience^  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  leave  to  part.*    For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches,^ 
*  Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 

c it  Aows  to  man  the  tailon  of  the  earth ;  comforting  therein^  &c.]  i.  e.  Am 

ihegodi  have  been  pleated  to  take  away  your  wife  Fulviay  to  they  have  provided,  yoa 
with  a  new  one  in  Cleopatra;  in  like  manner  at  the  tailart  of  the  earthy  wAcn  yaar 
old  gearmentt  are  worn  otit,  aecommodatc  you  with  new  onet. — Anonymous.  Dr. 
JobnMQ  proposes  to  read, — It  thowt  to  men  the  tailort  of  the  earth  eonfvrtmg 
tlMm,  &c. 

A  expedience — ^1  L  e.  "Expedition, 

•  .i^—  luKve  to  part^  Old  copy  Une  to  part.  The  emendatiaii  wss  proposed 
by  IL  Mason :  and  is  approved  by  Malone. 

r meire  urgent  toucftsf ,]  Things  that  toach  me  more  senaUy ;  more  press- 
ing motiTes. — JOHNI^N. 
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Petition  us  at  home :'  Sextos  Pompeius 

Hath  given  the  dare  to  Caesar,  and -commands 

The  empire  of  the  sea :  our  slippery  people 

(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver. 

Till  his  deserts  are  past,)  begin  to  throw 

Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities. 

Upon  his  son  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power. 

Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 

For  the  main  soldier :  whose  quality,  going  on, 

The  sides  o'the  world  may  danger :  Much  is  breeding. 

Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,**  hath  yet  but  life. 

And  not  a  serpent's  poison.     Say  our  pleasure, 

To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,'  requires 

Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Erta.  I  shall  do't.  [Exeimi. 


SCENE  III. 
En/er  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alzxas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he  ? 

Char.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  him,  what  he  does : — 
I  did  not  send  you;^^ — If  you  find  hioi  sad. 
Say,  I  am  dancing;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  I  am  sudden  sick :  Quick,  and  return. 

[Exit  Albx. 

Char.  Madam,  methinks,  if  you  did  love  him  dearly. 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,  cross  him  in  nothing. 

Cleo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool :  the  way  to  lose  him. 

ff  Ptiitiom  «f  at  homg :]  i.  e.  Call  for  %u  to  retids  at  fcoiM.— Jobnion. 

^ tkt  eauntr^t  h^y  &g.]  AJludM  to  an  old  idle  notum  thai  tke  hair  of  a 

hone  dfopt  into  oompted  water,  will  turn  to  an  animal ;  but  Dr.  liatet ,  in 
the  PkiUtifphieal  Trantaetumt,  showed  that  what  were  vulgarly  called  ****r*^*rf 
hooe-hain ,  are  real  insects.  It  was  also  affirmed,  that  they  morred  like  ser- 
penta,  and  were  poisonous  to  swallow.— Pope  and  Tollbt. 

*  To  mck  whom  ploet  it  under  luj  L  e.  To  our  attOHdmntt. — BIaloms. 

^  1  did  not  mnd  you;]  You  matt  go  as  if  yon  cane  without  my  order  or 
knowledge. — Jobnsov. 


f 
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Char.  Tempt  bim  not  so  too  far:  I  wish,  forbear; 
In  time  we  bate  that  i/^icb  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 

But  here  comes  Antony. 

Cleo.  I  am  sick,  and  sullen. 

Ant.  I  am  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose, — 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian,  I  shall  fall ; 
I  It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 

Will  not  sustain  it. 
Ant.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  further  from  me. 
Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Cleo.  I  know,  by  that  same  eye,  there's  some  good  news. 

What  says  the  married  woman  ? — You  may  go ; 

'Would,  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come ! 

Let  her  not  say,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 

I  have  no  power  upon  you ;  hers  you  are. 
-Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 
Cleo.  O,  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betray'd !     Yet,  at  the  first, 

I  saw  the  treasons  planted. 
Ant.  Cleopatra,-— 

Cleo.  Why  should  I  think,  you  can  be  mine,  and  true. 

Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods, 
I  Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  ?     Riotous  madness, 

To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows^ 

Which  break  themselves  in  swearing ! 

Ant.  Most  sweet  queen,— 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going. 

But  bid  farewell,  and  go  :  when  you  sued  staying. 

Then  was  the  time  for  words  :  No  going  then ; — 

Eternity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes ; 

Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent  ;*  none  our  parts  so  poor, 

But^was  a  race  of  heaven :"  They  are  so  still. 

Or  thoo,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world. 

Art  tum'd  the  greatest  liar. 

1 in  oar  brmuf  bent ;]  i.  e.  In  the  azch  of  our  eye-brows. — Stbbvxvs. 

•  -^—  a  ruci  of  hoaven :]  -i.  e.  Had  a  smack  or  flaTOui  of  hesiwii. — War 

IVBTOW. 
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Anii  How  now,  lady ! 

Cleo.  I  would,  I  had  thy  inches ;  thou  should'st  know^ 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

Ant,  Hear  me,  queen : 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  a  while :  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o*er  with  civil  swords :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestick  powers 

Breeds  scrupulous  faction :  The  hated,  grown  to  strength. 
Are  newly  grown  to  love  :  the  condemned  Pompey, 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change :  My  more  particular. 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going/ 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom. 
It  does  from  childishness : — Can  Fulvia  die  T" 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
The  garboils  she  awak'd  -^  at  the  last,  best : 
See  when,  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  O  most  false  love ! 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  should'st  fill      » 
With  sorrowful  water  ?•>  Now  I  see»  I  see. 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 

Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  puiposes  I  bear  \  which  are,  or  cease, 

■ Aontid  mft  iii3f  gdng,"]  L  e.  Should  lender  my  going  not  dangeiOQf, 

not  likely  to  produce  any  mischief  to  yon. — Ma  Lome. 

•  It  doafrim  ehUditkimi: — Can  Ftotia  ditf]  L  e.  Though  age  hat  not  ex- 
empted me  from  folly,  I  am  not  lo  childish,  as  to  have  appreheniions  from  a 
riTal  that  is  no  moie.    And  is  Fulria  dead  indeed  ? — Ma  lomb. 

P  Th4  garboiU  th»  oioafc'd ;]  i.  e.  Th»  eomm&tum  th$  oceadomd.  The  word  is 
derived  from  the  old  French  gttrhwLU,  which  CotgreaTe  explains  by  Jk«r<y6ar^, 
^rtst  itir. — Stxbtbms. 

4  0  monfabe  Unit! 
ITkm  ht  tki  taertd  vimU  thou  thoM^ttfiU 

With  wrowful  watirt]  Alluding  to  the  lachrymatory  Tials,  or  botUes  &( 
tears,  which  the  Ramans  sometimes  put  into  the  um  of  a  fneBd«— Jobnsoii. 
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As  you  shall  give  the  advice :  Now,  by  the  fire. 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence, 
Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace,  or  war. 
As  thou  affect'st.  ^# 

Cleo.  Cat  my  lace,  Charmian,  come ; — 

But  let  it  be. — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well : 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant.  My  precious  queen,  forbear  ^ 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 
An  honourable  trial. 

Cleo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

I  pr'ythee,  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her ; 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say,  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :'  Good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling ;  and  let  it  look 
like  perfect  honour. 

Ant.  You'll  heat  my  blood ;  no  more. 

Cleo.  You  can  do  better  yet ;  but  this  is  meetly. 

jlnt.  Now,  by  my  sword, — 

Cleo.  And  target,-— Still  he  mends  ; 

But  this  is  not  the  best :  Look,  pr'ythee,  Charmian, 
How  this  Herculean  Bx>man*  does  become  * 

The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  ril  leave  you,  lady. 

Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — but  that's  not  it : 
Sir,  you  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there's  not  it ; 
That  you  know  well :  Something  it  is  I  would, — 
O,  my  oblivion*  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  foi^tten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness*  your  subject,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 

Cleo.  Tis  sweating  labour. 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart 

r  — —  to  Egypt :]  To  me,  thq  queen  of  Egypt — Johnson. 

■ HwrtuUan  Roman — ]  Antony  traced  his  descent  from  Anton,  a  son  of 

Hireuln, — Stbbvsns. 

'  —  obUvioH — "}  i.  e.  A  mtmcry  apt  to  he  decoitfuL — Stxxvxns. 

* ufimof] — if  here  used  reproacbfuUy  by  Antony  in  the  sense  o( folly, 

or  dUldithnea. 
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As  Cleopatra  this.     But»  sir,  forgive  me ; 

Since  my  becomings  kill  me/  when  they  do  not 

Eye  well  to  you :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence  ^ 

Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  unpitied  folly. 

And  all  the  gods  go  with  you !  upon  your  sword 

Sit  laurel'd  victory !  and  smooth  success 

Be  strew'd  before  your  feetl 

Ant.  Let  us  go.    Come ; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies. 
That  thou,  residing,  here,  go'st  yet  vnth  me. 
And  I,  hence  fleeting,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  IV. 

Rome.    An  AparttnerU  in  CsBsar's  House* 
Enter  Octavius  Cjesar,  Lepidus,  and  Attendants, 

Cos,  You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know. 
It  is  not  Cesar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor :"  from  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news ;  He  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  womanly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience,  or 
fVouchsard  to  think  he  had  partners :  You  shall  find  there 
A  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 

Lep,  I  must  not  thinks  there  are 

Evils  enough  to  darken  all  his  goodness  : 
His  faults  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness ;  hereditary. 
Rather  than  purchased ;'  what  he  cannot  change. 
Than  what  he  chooses. 

^  Sine$  iii3f  bteamingi  hiU  imJ  Th«re  Utaimewbat  qi  obicarity  in  thif  tsfnt- 
naa  ihe  may  mean — ^That  conduct  which,  in  my  own  Aptmoii,  becomes  m«,  m 
often  at  it  appears  angiaceful  to  yon,  is  a  shock  to  my  insensil}ility.'*-^TBBTvirs. 

^  Om  moi  competitor:]  i.  e.  Auoeiats  or  partmr,  Johnson  conjectures  that 
we  shoold  read  our  instead  of  oit$* 

'  Hufindu  m  him,  imsi  oi  thi  tpoU  of  heanen, 
MoroJUnft  kc']  The  spots  of  heaven  are  the  stars,  as  they  are  rcodsied 
more  conspicuous  by  the  blackness  of  night ;  to  the  goodness  of  Antony  makes 
his  fsults  stand  out  more  prominent. — rurdbsMd  is.procured  by  his  own  fiuiH* 
tft  eadeaTOor. — Malonb  aiui  Johhsom. 
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Gnr.  Yofi  are  too  indulgent :  Let  us  grant,  it  is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave ; 
To  reel  die  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat ;   say  ^s  becomes 

him, 
(As  his  comfjosure  must  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must  Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.^    If  he  fill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness. 
Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  hts  bones. 
Call  on  him  for't  :*  but,  to  confound  such  time. 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  sped{:s  as  loud 
As  his  own  state,  and  ours, — ^'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys ;  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge, 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  pleasure. 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 

Mess.  Thy  biddings  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour. 
Most  noble  Csesar,  shalt  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar  ;*  to  the  ports 
The  discontents**  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Ctfs.  I  should  have  known  no  less : — 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state. 
That  he,  which  is,  was  wish'd,  until  he  were; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth  love, 

f  So  grmt  wtight  in  his  lightneu.']  The  word  Ught  is  one  of  Shakspeare's  fii- 
Yoorite  play-thingt.  The  sense  is — His  trifling  lerity  throws  so  mnch  burden 
i^on  110.— Johnson. 

*  CaU  on  hSmfi*r^ ;]  CaU  on  him,  is  visit  hhn.  Says  Cesar— -If  Antony  fol- 
lowed his  debaucheries  at  a  time  of  leisure,  1  should  leave  him  to  be  punished 
by  their  natural  consequences,  by  sufftiu  and'cfry  bona. — ^Johnson. 

»  Thai  only  hatefear'd  Cgsar  ;j  Those  whom  not  love  but  fear  made  adhe- 
imti  to  Cesar,  now  show  their  affection  for  Pompey. — Johnson. 

k  7%t  diseonUnU — '\  i.  e«  The  maUcontents* 
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Comes  dear*d,  by  being  lacked.    This  common  body. 
Like  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream. 
Goes  to,  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide» 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess,  Csesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  famous  pirates. 
Make  the  sea  serve  them ;  which  they  ear*  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind  :  Many  hot  inroads  * 

They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't/  and  flush  youth'  revolt : 
No  vessel  can  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more. 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

Cigs.  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassels.'    When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  fought'st  against 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  sufier  :  Thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle' 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did  deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets. 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st ;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported,  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh,  ' 
Which  some  did  die  to  look  on :  And  all  this 
(It  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now). 
Was  borne  so  like  a  8oldier,^that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep,  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Cos.  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome :  Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'the  field ;  and,  to  that  end, 

<*  ^— •  1^  ear — ]  i.  e.  ThtypUHgh, 

*  Laek  blood  to  think  im'l,]  Tain  pale  at  the  tlioaffht  of  it.— JoviitoH. 

• JUitk  jfoioh — ]  i.  e.  Yoath  ripened  to  manhood  \  ytrnth  whoee  blood  ia 

at  the  flow. — Stibtews. 

r iiiiiiti  ]  ii  e.  Fnltviltcf »  or  intewqitraneet. 

ff giUod  puddU — ]  There  ia  frequently  obeenrable  on  die  forCaoe  of 

stagnant  pooU  that  hare  remained  long  undiatorbed,  a  reddiah  gold  coloured 
jUme  ^  to  this  appearance  the  poet  here  refen.-^HBNLtT. 
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AssemBIe  we  immediate  council :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness* 

Xrfp.  To-morrow,  Caesar, 

I  shall  be  fumish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
^  Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able. 
To  Tront  this  present  time* 

Cos.  *  Till  which  encounter^ 

1  It  is  my  business  too.    Farewell. 

Lep.  Farewell,  my  lord :  What  you  shall  know  meaa 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir,  [time 

To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Cos*  Doubt  not,  sir ; 

I  knew  it  for  my  bond.^  ^  lEiaaii. 

SCENE  V. 

« 

[  Alexandria.     A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 

I  Enter  Cleopatba,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Charmian, — 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha !— 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora.' 

Char.  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time. 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Char.  You  think  of  him 

Too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  'tis  treason ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so.. 

Cko.  Thou,  eunuch!  Mardian! 

Mar.  What's  your  highness'  pleasure  ? 

Cleo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sing ;  I  take  no  pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has :  'Tis  well  for  thee. 
That,  being  .unseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.    Hast  thou  affections  ? 

Mar.  YeS|  gracious  madam. 

Cleo.  Indeed? 

h  _^  J  igi^  ^yig^  ^  hand.']  Tliat  is,  to  be  my  boonden  duty. — M.  Mason. 
.  ^  — -*  wuaidngofra,]  A  plant  uf  nrhich  the  snliision  was  supposed  to  procom 

I  sleeps— Jonvsoy. 
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Mar.  Not  in  deed,  madam ;  for' I  can  do  noihii^ 
But  what  in  deed  is  honest  to  be  done : 
Yet  I  have  fierce  affections,  and  think. 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian, 

Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now  ?  Stands  he,  or  sits  be  ? 
Or  doe9  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  <)n  his  horse  ?  ' 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony! 
Po  bravely,  horse !  for  wot^st  thou  whom  thou  moy'st  ? 
Ilie  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
Andl>urgonetJ  of  men. — He's  speaking  now. 
Or  murmuring,  Wkere^i  my  serpent  of  old  Nik  ? 
For  so  be  calls  met;  Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison : — ^Think  on  me. 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?     Broad-fronted  CsBsar, 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  Biorsel  for  a  monarch :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand,  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Albxas. 

Akg.  Sovereign  of  l&gfpU  hail ! 

Cko.  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony ! 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee.^ — 
How  goes  it  with  my  brave  Mark  Antony  ? 

Alex.  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen. 
He  kiss'd — the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  peari ; — His  speech  sticks  in  my  heart. 

Cko*  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Akx.  Good  friend,  quoth  be. 

Say,  The  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  iends 
tftOMare  of  an  <yster;  at  whose  foot 


k ij^  grmlt  m$dieint  katk 

WiA  hk  timet  fUdtd  tkm.)  AUfi/dmg  to  the  philoflophar's  tume,  which,  hy 
it*  lovch,  ooofcrte  MM  metafiiito  golcl.  Hie  akhemisti  call  the  matter,  what- 
•rer  it  be,  by  which  they  perform  tiaafmutatioii,  a  Mec(kJii«.-^osjitoif • 
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To  mmd  the  petty  pnsdU,  I  will  piece 

Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms;  All  thi  east. 

Say  thoa,  shall  call  her  mistress.    So  he  nodded> 

And  soberly  did  mount  an  arm^gaunt'  steed. 

Who  neigh'd  so  high,  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 

Was  beastly  dumb'd  by  Jiim. 

Cleo.  What,  was  he  sad,  or  merry  1 

Alex,  lake  to  the  time  o'  the  year,  between  the  extremes 
Of  heat  and  cold ;  he  was  nor  sad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  O  well-divided  disposition ! — Note  him. 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man ;  but  note  him: 
He  was  not  sad ;  for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his :  he  was  not  merry ; 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them,  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy :  but  between  both : 

0  heavenly  mingle ! — Be'st  thou  sad,  or  merry. 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes ; 

So  does  it  no  man  else  — ^Met'st  thou  my  posts?    . 

Alex,  Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messengers : 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick?" 

Cleo.  Who's  bom  that  day 

When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony, 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Charmian, 
Ever  love  Ceesar  so  ? 

Char.  O  that  brave  CsBsar ! 

Cleo.  Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis ! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 
.  Char.  The  valiant  Ceesar ! 

Cko.  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth. 
If  thou  with  CsBsar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  most  gracious  pardon, 

1  sing  but  after  you. 

Cko.  My  sallad  days ; 


-^attiO — ]  i.  e.  Worn  by  military  wrme:  Thb  implies  the  military 
actnrity  of  the  master;  all  the  rest  of  the  senses  g;iTeii  bv  the  commentators  are 
reproachful,  and,  therafore,  inconsistent  with  the  speech  which  is  made  to  dis- 
play the  ffallantzy  of  a  lorer  to  his  mistress. — Nabbs.  Steevens,  at  the  sog- 
gostlon  of  M .  Bfason,  reads  itrmagont,  i.  e./uHoiis. 
m  _.  10  ifcicfc?]  L  e.  In  tuth  gutcfc  succstfion. 
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When  I  was  green  in  judgment : — Cold  in  blood. 

To  say,  as  1  said  then !  But,  coipe,  away  : 

Get  me  ink  and  paper :  be  shall  have  every  day 

A  several  greeting,  or  111  unpeople  Egypt."         [ExeufU. 


ACT  Ilf 

Scene  I. — Messina.     A  Room  in  Pompey's  House. 
Enter  Pompby,  Menecrates,  and  Menas. 

Pom,  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  aelay,  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  things  we  sue  for.* 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 

Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  our  good ;  so  find  we  profit. 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  shall  do  well : 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine ; 
My  power's  a  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  will  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  CsBsar  gets  money,  where 
He  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both. 
Of  both  is  flatter'd ;  but  he  neither  loves. 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  CsBsar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field ;  a  mighty  strength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this  ?  'tis  false. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  sir. 

Pom.  He  dreams ;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome  together. 
Looking  for  Antony :  But  all  the  charms  of  love 

*  -*~  uitp$tpU  Egypt*]  By  lending  oat  mossengen. — JoHNtoN. 

•  W^lm  wt  art  tuiUfn  to  tkiir  thrtme,  dteayt 

Tki  ikmg  W9  9ue  for.]  i.  e.  While  we  are  pratfing,  the  thing  for  which  we  prmtf 
ii  ktmrn  its  Taloe.— JooNtoit* 
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Salt  Cleopatra,  softai  thy  wan'd^  lip  ! 

Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  last  with  both ! 

Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts. 

Keep  his  brains  faming ;  Epicdrean  cooks. 

Sharpen  with  doyless  sauce  his  appetite ; 

That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honoar. 

Even  till  a  lethed  dullness.** — How  now,  Varrius  ? 

Enter  Varrius. 

Var.  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver : 
Mark  Antony  4s  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected ;  since  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  further  travel.' 

Pom.  .    I  could  have  given  less  matter 

A  better  ear. — ^Menas,  I  did  not  think. 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  don'd*  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  than  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow*  pluck 
The  ne*er  lust-wearied  Antony. 

Men.  I  cannot  hope,** 

CsBsar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together ; 
His  wife,  that's  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Ceesar ; 
His  brother  warr*d  upon  him  ;  although,  T think. 
Not  mov'd  by  Antony. 

Pom*  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
Twere  pregnant  they  should  square^ between  themselves; 

p  -V—  wm*d — ]  L  e.  Dtetbud  ;  goM  offfiom  its  perfietion ;  compaiing  Cleo- 
patra's beauty  tb  the  moon  past  the  full. — Pbrct. 

1  Thai  iktp  andfmding  may  froroeut  hit  honour, 
Even  tiU  a  letned  dulntu.']  i.  e.  Delatf  hit  tenst  of  honour  from  exirting  ifttff 
till  ho  it  bteomo  habitttally  tlmgAh. — TiU  u  here  wtea  for  to, — Stbxvbm a. 

r  —  stROf  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tti 
A  tpaee  for  further  traveL"]  i.  e.  Since  he  quitted  Egypti  a  space  of  time  has 
elapsed  in  which  a  longer  journey  might  have  been  pertumed  than  from  Egypt 
to  Rcane. — Stxbvews. 

•  — —  don'd — "l  u  e.  Put  on, — To  don  Im  to  do  on. 

*•  — >  Egtfp^t  loidoiD-— ]  Julius  Cesar  had  married  her  to  young  Ptolemy, 
who  was  afterwards  drowned. — Stbbvbms. 

p  -.-^  hope,"] — ^here  means  cxptc^.-— Tyrwhitt. 

V  —i.  tqHore — ]  That  is,  quarreL 
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For  they  have  entertained  canse  enongh 

To  draw  their  swords :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 

May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 

The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 

Be  it  as  bur  gods  will  have  it !  It  only  stands 

Our  lives  upon/  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 

Come,  Menas.  [Exeuni^ 

SCENE  II. 

Rome.    A  Room  in  the  House  of  Lepidus. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbus^  'tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno.  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Caosar  move  him. 
Let  Antony  look  over  CsBsar's  head. 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shav't  to  day.* 

Lep.  Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  ^  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in  it 

Lep.  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  small  come  first 

L<p.  •  Your  speech  is  passion : 

But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.    Here  comes 

The  noble  Antony. 

« 

Enter  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno.  And  yonder,  Cesar. 

«  -^  It  Mljr  ai«Mb 

<kr  liM  i«mi,  ^  i.  •.  To  MMt  <Mr  «OMM  Ibr*.  k  te 
wmy  ol  wctttiBK  <mr  lm«. — STmitBita. 

MUoAcMUMi«rMkM  bMi^to  givwmt  lMftk»aad  utfm  diM^aBA 

It  tTM  »ftmlloi»l5  k)«g/*— PBitept  thU  QiiiiHMin  WM  s  SImJumm^b 
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Enter  Cssab,  Mecsnas,  and  Aobippa. 

Ani.  If  we  compose  well  here/  to  Parthia  : 
Hark  you^  Ventidius. 

Cois.  I  do  not  know, 

M ecsenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.  Noble- friends. 

That  which  combined  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    What's  amiss^ 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  When  we  debate 
Oar  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds  :  Then,  noble  partners, 
(The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech). 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms. 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter.* 

Jnt.  .  /Tis  spoken  well : 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
I  should  do  thus. 

Cos.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ani.  Thank  you. 

Cits.  Sit. 

Afit.  Sit,  sir ; 

Cos.  Nay^ 

Then— 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are  not  so ; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not. 

Cits.  I  must  be  laugh'd  at» 

If,  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  myself  offended ;  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i'the  worid :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  sound  your  name 
It  not  concerned  me. 

Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Ceasar, 

What  was't  to  you  ? 

Cos.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  Yet,  if  you  there 

f  jff  w$  eowtpm  wiU  hsre,']  i.  e.  If  we  come  to  a  hicky  cmpotUiont  or  agzee- 
mmA^^j  xBvsiis. 

*  N«r  otritscss  grow  to  ihs  snoOfr.]  Let  not  UUumour  be  added  to  the  veal 
Mulffoet  of  oar  difiorence.—- JoHvaoif. 
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Did  practise*  on  my  8tate>  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question.** 

Ant,  How  intend  you,  practised  T 

Cos.  You  may  be  pleased  to  catch  at  mine  intent^ 
By  what  did  here  befal  me.    Your  wife,  and  brother^ 
Made  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you,^  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business ;  my  brother  nerer 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act  :^  I  did  enquire  it ; 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports/ 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach. 
Haying  alike  your  cause  V    Of  this,  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with. 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

Cos.  You  praise  yourself 

By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me ;  but 
You  patchM  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so ; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  Pm  certain  on% 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  partner  in  the  cause  'gainst  which  he  fought, 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  'fronted'  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another  :^ 
The  third  o'the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a  snaflSe 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 


A  JHd  prartiM    ]  i.  e.  Empla^d  unyMarrmntabU  «ti  or  ttmUgmu,    St»iv»wi. 

k  ■         aumtthm.ji,  e.  My  nMect  efeanmnatim* 

v«  Ifki  thmafor  yMiJ  i.  e.  Wat  prapoted  m  an  $xampk  for  you  tofoUow  on  a 
yat  mora  atlamtim  plan ;  m  thomu  are  nren  for  a  writer  to  dilate  apoa. — 
SniTBiit* — ^Tlue  paanc^  if  most  mobamy  corrupt. 

'  Did  urgt  main  hit  act ;]  i.  e.  Make  ntttfmy  noma  as  a  prataneafor  tha  war. 
— WARBuaron. 

•  ■     ■  mporftf J  For  rtporitn. 

^'HoMing  alikt  poor  eaum  ?]  i.  e.  /  having  alike  your  came. — Malohx. 

ff  —  yrontad—']  L  e.  Oppotad. 

^  I  would  you  hadhor  tpmt  in  fuefc  anotkor :]  Antony  meane  to  iay»  1  wish 
yoo  had  the  epirit  of  Fulvia,  embodied  in  such  another  wc^pnan  as  her ;  and 
tiMn  yon  would  find,  that  thoogh  j^oa  can  gOTcm  the  third  nart  of  the  wotrM^ 
ihe  management  of  such  a  woman  is  not  an  easy  matter. — Maloh i. 
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Eno.  "Would  we  had  all  sach  wiyes,  that  the  men 
Might  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurable^  her  garboils,  CflBsar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience,  (which  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant. 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet :  for  that,  you  must 
But  say,  I  could  not  help  it. 

Cos.  I  wrote  to  you. 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 

Ani*  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning:  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself ;'  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon :  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife ;  if  we  contend. 
Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

Qes.  You  have  broken 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 

Lep.  Soft,  Ceesar. 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak ; 
The  honour's  sacred^  which  he  talks  on  now. 
Supposing  that  I  lack'd  it :  But  on,  Csesar ; 
The  article  of  my  oath, — 

Ges.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  requir*d  them ; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

Ant.  Neglected,  rather ; 

And  then,  when  poison'd  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  I  may, 
ril  play  the  penitent  to  you:  but  mine  honesty 
Shall  not  msJce  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it : '  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 

*  J  told  him  rfmya^;]  i.  e.  Told  him  the  conditioii  I  wai  in,  when  he  had 
hit  last  audience. — WiiBBURTON.  ^ 

k  — -  taend — ]  i.  e.  JnviolabU  or  unviolatod, 

• nor  my  power 

Work  without   tt:]   Nor    my  greatness  work  without  mine   honesty. — 
Mm,one. 
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To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  hefe; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lqp,  Tis  nobly  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs ""  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite. 
Were  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you." 

Lep.  Worthily  spoke,  Meccenas. 

Eno.  Or,  ii  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  in-» 
stant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey, 
return  it  again :  you  shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when 
you  have  nothing  else  to  da. 

Ant.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only;  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent,  I  had  almost  forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence,  therefore  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then ;  your  considerate  stone.*" 

Cos.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech :  for  it  cannot  be. 
We  shall  remain  in  friendship,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  staunch,  from  edge  to  edge 
O'  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Cssar,-  • 

Cos.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother's  side, 
Admir'd  Octavia :  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Ces.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa ; 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
Were  well  deserr'd  of  rashness.' 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Cflosar :  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  further  speak. 

■  — ^  fHcff  — ]  i.  e.  Gritvancet. 

■  -       aume  yon.}  i.  e.  Rteoneib  you, 

o yokr  eensiderau  ttoneJ]  i.  e.  He  will  be  lilent  as  a  ttoai,  but  obeerraat 

the  while. 

p  ymtrnproof 

Wfre  wtU  dtmn/d  ef  rtukneu.1  i.e.  Your  reproof  wore  well  deterred  hy 
jourraehnefei — ^for6y. 
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Agr.  To  hold  yoo  in  perpetual  amity. 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  anslipping  knot^  take  Antony 
Octayia  to  his  wife :  whose  beauty  claims 
Nq  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men; 
Whose  virtue,  and  whose  general  graces,  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.     By  this  marriage. 
All  little  jealousies,  which  new  seem  great. 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers. 
Would  then  be  nothing :  troths  would  be  but  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths ;  her  love  to  both. 
Would,  each  to  other,  uid  all  loves  to  both. 
Draw  after  her^    Pardon  what  I  have  spoke; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought^ 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Will  Ceesar  speak  ? 

Cos.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 

If  I  would  say,  Agrippa,  be  it  so, 
To  make  this  good? 

Cos.  The  power  of  CsBsar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant.  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows. 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand : 
Further  this  act  of  grace ;  and,  from  this  hour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govemin  our  loves. 
And  sway  our  great  designs ! 

Cos.  There  is  my  hand. 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts;  and' never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again  1 

Lep.  Happily,  amen ! 

Ant.    I  did    not   think  to   draw  my   sword    'gainst 
Pompey; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies,  and  great. 
Of  late  upon  me :  I  must  thank  him  only. 
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Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report  ;"> 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon  us : 

Of  us^  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought. 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant.  Where  lies  he  ? 

Cos.  About  the  Mount  Misenum. 

Ant.  What's  his  strength 

By  land  ? 

Cos.        Great,  and  increasing:  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant.  So  is  the  fame, 

^ould,  we  had  spoke  together !    Haste  we  for  it : 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Ces.  With  most'  gladness ; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view. 
Whither  straight  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidtts» 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lqf.  Noble  Antony, 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

{^Flourish.     Exeunt  Cjesar,  Ant.  and  Lbpidus. 
.    Mec.  Welcome  fron\  Egypt,  sir. 

Eno.  Half  the  heart  of  Caesar,  worthy  MecsBuas ! — ^my 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa ! — 

Agr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  befglad,  that  matters  are  so  well 
digested.     You  stay'd  well  by  it  in  Egypt. 

Efto.  Ay,  sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  breakfast,  and 
but  twelve  persons  there ;  Is  this  true? 

Eno»  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle :  we  had  much 

4  Lt$t  my  rtmmdfranet  tuffer  HI  r$poti ;]  Lett  I  be  thought  too  trilling  to  for- 
ff«t  henefits,  I  maf  t  barely  return  him  thanks,  and  then  1  will  defy  him. — 
JonviON. 

*  Cf  MS,  &c.]  In  the  language  of  Shakapeare'a  time,  meana— Ay  «<.— 
Malonb. 

•  . mMi — ]  i.e.  GrmU4St, 
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more  monstrous  matter  of  feast,  which  worAily  desenred 
noting. 

Mec.  She's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  square 
to  her.* 

Eno.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she  pursed  up 
his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus." 

Agr.  There  she  appeared  indeed;  or  my  reporter  de- 
vised well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you : 
The  barge  she  sat  in,  like  a  bumish'd  throne, 
Bum'd  on  the  water :  the  poop  was  beaten  gold ; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfum'd,  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them:  the  oars  were  silver; 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster. 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  own  person. 
It  beggar'd  all  description ;  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion,  (cloth  of  gold,  of  tissue,) 
O'er-picturing  that  Venus,  where  we  see. 
The  fancy  out- work  nature  :^  on  each  side  her. 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
With  diverse-colour'd  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool, 
And  what  they  undid,  did.^ 

Agr,  O,  rare  for  Antony ! 

Eno.  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'the  eyes,'' 
And  made  their  bends  adomings  'J  at  the  helm 

c  .i...  U  9quare  to  herJ]  i.  e.  If  report  quadraUt  with  her,  or  Boitt  with  her 
merits. — Stbxveks. 

■ tht  ffuned  up  hit  heart,  upon  the  river  Cydnui.]  This  is  a  strange 

instance  of  negligence  and  inattention  in  Shakspeare.  Enobarbns  is  made  to 
say  that  Cleopatra  gained  Antony's  heart  on  the  river  Cydnus ;  but  it  spears 
from  the  conclusion  of  his  own  description*  that  Antony  had  never  seen  her 
then ;  that  whibt  she  was  on  the  river,  Antony  was  sitting  alone,  enthroned  in 
the  market-place ;  and  that,  when  she  landed,  he  sent  to  her  to  invite  her  to 
supper. — fif .  Mason. 

V  O'er-picturing  that  Venuty  &c.]  Meaning  the  Venus  of  Protogenes  men- 
tioned by  Pliny,  1.  XXXV.  c.  x. — ^Wahbubton. 

*  And  what  they  undid,  did."]  The  wind  of  the  fans  seemed  to  give  a  new 
colour  to  Cleopatra's  cheeks,  which  they  were  employed  to  cool ;  and  what  they 
undid;  i.  e.  that  warmth  which  they  were  intended  to  diminish  or  allay,  they 
ad,  i.  e.  they  seemed  to  produce. — M alone. 

X  tended  her  ithe  eyes,"]  i.  e.  Obeyed  her  look*  without  waiting  for  her  words. 

J  And  nude  their  bends  adomings:]  i.  e.  Her  maids  bowed  with  to  good  an  air 

VOL.    VII.  1 
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A  seeming  mennaid  steers ;  the  silken  tackl# 

Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  lumds. 

That  yarely  frame  the  office.'    From  the  Imrge 

A  strange  invisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 

Of  the  adjacent  wharfs.    The  city  cait 

Her  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony^ 

Enthroned  in  the  market-place^  did  sit  alone. 

Whistling  to  the  air ;  which^  but  for  vacancy/ 

Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too. 

And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr.  Rare  Egyptian! 

Eno,  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her. 
Invited  her  to  supper :  she  replied. 
It  should  be  better,  he  became  her  guest ; 
Which  she  entreated  :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
Whom  ne^er  the  word  of  No  woman  heard  speak. 
Being  barberM  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast ; 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart. 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only* 

Agr.  Royal  wench ! 

She  made  great  Ceesar  lay  his  sword  to  bed ; 
He  plough 'd  her,  and  she  cropped. 

Eno,  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  publick  street : 
And  having  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke,  and  panted. 
That  she  did  make  defect,  perfection. 
And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth. 

Mec.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not ; 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety .-  Other  women 
Cloy  th*  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry. 
Where  most  she  satisfies.     For  vilest  things 


that  it  addtd  new  graett  to  them. — But  to  make  the  whole  confonnahle  to  dM 
•tory  Tepresented,  we  may  presume  that  Shakepeaie  wrote, 

"  And  made  their  heads  mdoringa :" 

they  did  her  obeerrance  in  the  poetore  of  adoratwn,  ae  if  the  had  been  Venua. — 
WAaauRTON. 

»  That  yarelff frame  the  offieeJ]  i.  e.  Readily  and  dexteroutl^  petfarm  the  toA 
they  undertake. 

*  —  hat  for  vacancy,']  i.  c.  But  for  fear  of  a  vacuum. 
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Become  themselftoB  ia  her ;  that  the  holy  priests 
Bless  her^  when  she  is  riggisb.*" 

Mec.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octaria  is 
A  blessed  lottery  to  him. 

Jgr.  Let  us  go. — 

Good  Enobarbus,  make  yourself  my  guest. 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

Eno.  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  you. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.    A  Room  in  Ceesar's  Home. 

Enter  Casar,  Antony,  Octavia  between   them; 
Attendants^  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Ant.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will  sometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Octa.  All  which  time 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Good  nighty  sir. — My  Octavia, 

Read  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world -s  report : 
I  have  not  kept  my  square ;  but  that  to  come 
Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good  night,  dear  lady. — 

Octa.  Good  night,  sir. 

Cas.  Good  night.  [Exeunt  Cjesar  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Now,  sirrah !  you  do  wish  yourself  in  Egypt  ? 

Sooth.  'Would  I  had  never  come  from  thence,  nor  yon 
Thither  \^ 

Ant.        If  you  can,  your  reason  ? 

Sooth.  I  see't  in 

My  motion,"  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  But  yet 
Hie  you  again  to  Egypt. 

Ant.  Say  to  me. 

Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Csesar's,  or  mine  ? 

Sooth.  Csesar's. 

b  ..^.^  riggiikJ]  i.  e.  Wanton,  « loiUrtf — ^1  i.  e.  AHotaUnU 

*  TkUhirl]  Sense  and  grammar  require  that  we  iboald  read  hUh$r  initead 
of  tiuther. — M.  Mason. 

*  My  malum, — ]  i.  e.  My  divinitary  agitation. — WikBBURTON. 
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Therefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  by  his  side : 
Thy  daemon,  that's  thy  spirit  which  keeps  thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable, 
WheVe  Caesar's  is  not;  but,  near  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear/  as  being  o'erpower'd ;  therefore 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 

Ant.  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth   To  none  but  thee ;  no  more,  but  when  to  thee. 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose ;  and,  of  that  natural  luck. 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds ;  thy  lustre  thickens. 
When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone : 

Say  to  Ventidius,  I  would  speak  with  him  : — 

{Exit  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art,  or  hap. 
He  hath  spoken  true :  The  very  dice  obey  him ; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds : 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought;  and  his  quails'  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,^  at  odds.     I  will  to  Egypt : 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 

JSn/fr  Ventidius. 

rthe  east  my  pleasure  lies ; — O,  come^  Ventidius, 
You  must  to  Parthia ;  your  commission's  ready : 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  same.    A  Street. 
Enter  Lepidus,  Mecjenas,  and  Aorippa. 

Lep.  Trouble  yourselves  no  further :  pray  you^  hasten 
Your  generals  after. 

'  A  Ftar]  A  Fear  waa  a  penomage  in  aome  of  the  old  moralities. — Stuvbits. 
f /£ti  fiMiif— ]  The  ancienU  med  to  match  quaili  as  we  match  cocks. — 

JOHHSOK. 

k inhoop'd,]  i.  e»  Inelamd,  cmtfintd,  that  they  may  fight. 
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Agt.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Jjtp.  Till  I  shall  see  yon  in  your  soldier's  dress. 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell. 

Mtc.  We  shall,. 

As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount* 
Before  you,  Lepidns. 

Xip.  Your  way  is  shorter. 

My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about ; 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec.  Agr.  Sir,  good  success! 

Lep.  Farewell.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  V. 

Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

£fi/er  Cleopatra,'  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Give  me  some  musick;  musick,  moody  food^ 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
Attend.  The  musick,  ho ! 

Enter  Mabdian. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone ;  let  us  to  billiards  H* 
Come,  Charmian. 

Char.  My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd. 
As  with  a  woman ; — Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  sir  ? 

Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 

Cleo.  And  when  good  will  is  show'd,  though  it  come  too 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     I'll  none  now : —     [short. 
Give  me  mine  angle, — We'll  to  the  river  :  there. 
My  musick  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws ;  and,  as  I  draw  them  up. 


*  — «  at  mount — ]  i.  e.  Mount  Mi$enum — we  should  probably  read  a*th§ 
moMXU — ^Malonf. 

J——  moody  food — ]  Moody,  in  this  instance,  means  melancholy,  Cotgrare 
einiams  moody,  by  the  French  words,  morne  and  triMte. — Stuvkns. 

■ Ut  ui  to  bHUards:]  This  is  one  of  the  numerous  anachronisms^  th«t 

are  found  in  these  plays.  The  game  was  not  known  in  ancient  times.— 
Malokb. 
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ril  think  them  eyery  one  an  Antony, 
And  say,  Ah^  ha !  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twa«  merry,  when 

You  wager'd  on  your  angling;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook/  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time  ! — O  times ! — 

I  laugh 'd  him  out  of  patience;  and  that  night 
I  laugh'd  him  into  patience  :  and  next  mom. 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan.     O!  from  Italy; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Ram  thou  the  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Mess,  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead  ? — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kilFst  thy  mistress  : 
But  well  and  free, 

If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss  ;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess.  First,  madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo,  Why,  there's  more  gold.    But,  sirrah,  mark ;  we 
To  say,  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that,  [use 

The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo,  Well,  go  to,  I  will ; 

But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  face :  If  Antony 
Be  free,  and  healthful, — ^why  so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings  ?  If  not  well. 
Thou  should'st  come  like  a  fury  cro^n'd  with  snakes. 
Not  like  a  formal  man.* 

Mess.  Wiirt  please  you,  hear  me  ? 

Cleo,.  I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee,  ere  thou  speak 'st : 

1  Did  hang  •  talt'fiih  on  his  hook,"]  Hub  cizctniLiUace  i«  firom  Sir  Thomia 
North't  Hie  of  AntoBy,  ifi  Plutarch. — Stesv«m9. 

■  Afiriml  wuui,J  i.  e«  A  man  infrrm,  or  shape.  You  ihould  come  in  th/^form 
of  a  fiiiry,  and  not  in  ihefirm  of  a  man. — M^ilome. 
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Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  liyes^  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Cesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
111  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Rich  pearls  upon  thee.° 

Mess.  Madam,  he*s  well. 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Caesar. 

Cleo.  ThouVt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.  Csesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cko.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mess.  But  yet,  madam, — 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence;**  fye  upon  but  yet: 
But  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.    Pr'ythee,  friend,  • 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear. 
The  good  and  bad  together :  He's  friends  with  CaBsar ; 
In  state  of  health,  thou  say'st;  and,  thou  say'st,  free. 

Mess.  Free,  madam !  no ;  I  made  no  such  report : 
He's  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn  ? 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i'  the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mess.  Madam,  he's  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee ! 

^Strikes  him  down. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  say  you  ? — ^Hence, 

iStrikes  him  again. 
Horrible  villain !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me  ;  I'll  unhair  thy  head  ; 

[iS^  hales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire,  and  stew'd  in  brine,. 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

■  VU  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
RicA  pearls  upon  thee,']  L  e.  lil  give  thee  a  kingdom : — it  being  the  eastern 
ceremony,  at  the  coronation  of  their  kings,  to  powder  them  with  gold-dust  and 
mtd-pearL    So  Milton : 

«  ■        The  gorgeous  East  with  liberal  hand 

<^  Showers  on  her  kings  barbaric  pearl  zndgold* — Warburton. 

" it  does  allay 

The  gotid  precedence;]  i.  e.  Abates  the  good  quality  of  what  is  already  te- 
ported.--STB«  V I  Ns. 
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mess.  Gracious  madam, 

I,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say,  'tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee. 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow  thou  hadst 
Shall  make  thy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  rage ; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess.  He's  married,  madam. 

Cleo,  Rogue,  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long. 

[Draws  a  dagger. 

Mess,  Nay,  then  Til  run : — 

What  mean  you,  madam  ?  I  have  made  no  fault.      [Exit. 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  yourself  ;P 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thunderbolt. — 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile  !  and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  serpents ! — Call  the  slave  again ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him: — Call. 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him : — 

These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause. — Come  hither,  sir. 

Re-enter  Messenger. 

« 

Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news :  Give  to  a  gracious  message 
An  host  of  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mess.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do. 
If  thou  again  say.  Yes. 

Mess.  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound  thee!  dost  thou  hold  there 

Mess.  Should  I  lie,  madam  ?  [still  ? 

Cleo.  O,  I  would,  thou  didst ; 

p  kmp  yourulf  mthim  ffpuntlf,]  L  c.  Restrain  your  pamm  within  haundi.^^ 

SriBTBHt. 
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So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerg'd^'i  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scal'd  snakes !  Go,  get  thee  hence : 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face^  to  me 
Thou  would'st  appear  most  ugly.     He  is  married  ? 

Mess,  I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

Clto.  He  IS  married  ? 

Mess.  Take  no  offence,  that  I  would  not  offend  you  : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do. 
Seems  much  unequal :  He  is  married  to  Octavia. 

Cko.  O,  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of  thee. 
That  art  not ! — ^What  ?  thou'rt  sure  oft  ? — Get  thee  hence : 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome, 
Are  all  too  dear  for  me ;  Lie  they  upon  thy  hand. 
And  be  undone  by  'em !  lExit  Messenger. 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  disprais'd  Caasar. 

Char.  Many  times,  madam. 

Cko.  I  am  paid  for't  now. 

Lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint ;  O  Iras,  Charmian, — Tis  no  matter : — 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature  of  Octavia/  her  years. 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair : — ^bring  me  word  quickly. — 

[Exit  Alexas. 
Let  him  for  ever  go  :• — Let  him  not — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
T'other  way  he's  a  Mars : — Bid  you  Alexas 

[To  Mardian. 
Bring  me  word,  how  tall  she  is. — Pity  me,  Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my  chamber. 

[Exeunt. 

4  —  suhmer^d,']  i,  e.  Wlulmed  under  water, 

'  — ^  the  feature  rf  Oetaviaf]  By  feature  seems  to  be  meant  the  cast  and 
make  of  ber  fiace.  Feature,  howeyer,  anciently  appears  to  have  signified  beauty 
in  general. — Stuvens. 

*  Let  him  for  ever  go:'\  She  is  now  talking  in  broken  sentences,  not  of  the 
messenger,  bat  of  Antony. — Johnson. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Near  Misenum. 

tnter  Pompey  and  Menas,  at  one  side,  with  Drum  and 
Trumpet :  at  another,  CiESAR,  Lepidus,  Ajitony, 
Enobarbus,  Mecje^ as,  with  Soldiers  marchifig. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mine ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Ctfs.  Most  meet. 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  ha?e  we 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 
Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd,  let  us  know 
If  'twill  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword ; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth. 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three. 

The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world. 
Chief  factors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know. 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want. 
Having  a  son,  and  friends;  since  Julius  Caesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted. 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.     What  was  it. 
That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire  ?  And  what 
Made  the  all-honour'd,  honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom. 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it. 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy ;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  Rome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

CtfBi.  Take  your  time. 

Ant.  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,*  Pompey,  with  thy  sails. 
We'll  speak  with  thee  at  sea :  at  land,  thou  know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pom.  At  land,  indeed, 

^  Thou  eantt  not  fear  ta,]  Tbou  canst  not  affiright  ui  with  thy  numoioui 

nM.Wy, — JOBNtOM. 
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Thou  dost  o'er-^fiount  me  of  my  father's  house  ;** 
But^  since  tbe  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself/ 
Remain  tn't,  as  thou  may'st. 

Ltp*  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 

(For  this  is  from  the  present/)  how  you  take 
The  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

C«j.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embrac'd. 

CiBs.  And  what  may  follow. 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom.  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia  ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates ;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome :  This  'greed  upon. 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  targe  undinted. 

Cits.  Ant.  Lep.        That's  our  offer. 

Pom.  Know  then, 

I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer:  But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience : — Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling.  You  must  know. 
When  Ceesar  and  your  brothers  were  at  blows. 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Ant.  I  ha?e  heard  it,  Pompey  ; 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks. 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand : 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'the  east  are  soft ;  and  thanks  to  you, 

>  At  land,  indttd. 
Thou  dott  o^er-eount  mt  cf  my  father's  houMe:"]  At  land,  indeed,  thou  dost 
exceed  me  in  possessions,  having  added  to  thy  own  my  father's  house.  Cytr- 
count  seems  to  be  used  equivocally,  and  Pompey  perhtqM  meant  to  insinuate 
that  Antony  not  only  out-numbered,  but  had  over-reached ,  him  The  circum- 
stance here  alluded  to,  the  author  found  in  the  old  translation  of  Plutardu-y 

Ma  LONE. 

V  But,  nnc$  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself,  &c.]  Since,  like  the  cuckoo,  that 
seizes  the  nests  of  other  birds,  you  have  invaded  a  house  which  you  could  not 
koild,  keep  it  while  you  can.— Jobnson. 

^ this  is  from  the  preeent,"]  i.  e.  Foreign  to  the  object  of  our  present  dis- 
cussion.— Stexvsns. 
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That  call'd  me^  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hither ; 
For  I  have  gained  by  it. 

Cos.  Since  I  saw  you  last. 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 

What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face ;' 
But  in  my  bdsom  shall  she  ne?er  come. 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — ^Thus  we  are  agreed ; 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written. 
And  seal'd  between  us. 

Cos.  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We'll  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part ;  and  let  ua 
Draw  lots,  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompey^. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first, 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard,  that  Julius  CsBsar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fair  meanings,  sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard  : — 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried — 

Eno.  No  more  of  that : — He  did  so. 

Pom.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  CsBsar^in  a  mattress. 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now  ;  How  far'st  thou,  soldier? 

Eno.  Well ; 

And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for,  I  perceive. 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom.  Let  me  shake  thy  hand ; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno.  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much  :  but  I  have  prais'd  you, 

*  What  countt  hanhfortum  eatU,  ^c.1  Metaphor  from  making  marks  or  JIbm- 
ia  catting  accounts  in  arithmetick. — WAasuaTON. 
'  — —  to  CcMf,]  i.  e.  To  Jolios  Cssar. 
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When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  times  as  much 
As  I  ha?e  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness. 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all  : 
Will  you  lead,  lords  ? 

Ot$.  Ant,  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom.  Come. 

[JSreun^  PoMPEY,  Cjesar,  Antony,  Lepidus, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

Men,  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made  this 
treaty. — [Aside."] — You  and  I  have  known,'  sir. 

Eno,  At  sea,  I  think. 

Men.  We  have,  sir. 

Eno,  You  have  done  well  by  water. 

Men,  And  you  by  land. 

Eno,  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me :  though 
it  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men,  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno,  YeSj  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safety : 
you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men,  And  you  by  land. 

Eno,  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me  your 
hand,  Menas :  If  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
take  two  thieiyes  kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  their  hands 
are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Men,  No  slander ;  they  steal  hearts. 

Eno.  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 

Men,  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drinking. 
Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

Eno,  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  again. 

Men,  You  have  said,  sir.  We  looked  not  for  Mark  An- 
tony here ;  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra  ? 

Eno,  Cssar^s  sister  is  call'd  Octavia. 

Men,  True,  sir ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus. 

Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antonius. 

Men.  Pray  you,  sir  ? 

s         '  kfunon,']  i.  e.  Been  acquainted. 


126  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

Eno.  'Tis  true. 

Men.  Then  is  Ceesar  and  he,  for  e?er  knit  together. 

Eno,  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  I  would 
not  prophecy  so. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  in 
the  marriage,  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find,  the  band  that 
seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together,  will  be  the  very 
strangler  of  their  amity:  Octavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
still  conversation.* 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so  ? 

Eno.  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so ;  which  is  Mark  An« 
tony.  He  will  to  his  Egyptian  dish  again :  then  shall  the 
sighs  of  Octavia  blow  the  fire  up  in  Caesar;  and,  as  I  said 
before,  that  which  is  the  strength  of  their  amity,  shall 
prove  the  immediate  author  of  their  .variance.  Antony 
will  use  his  affection  where  it  is ;  he  married  but  his  oc- 
casion here. 

Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Conie,  sir,  will  you  aboard? 
I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  shall  take  it,  sir :  we  have  used  our  throats  in 
Egypt. 

Men.  Come ;  let's  away.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII. 

On  board  Pompey's  Galley  lying  near  Misenum. 

Musick.     Enter  two  or  three  Servants,  with  a  Banquet.^ 

1  Serv,  Here  they'll  be,  man :  Some  o'  their  plants*  are 
ill-rooted  already,  the  least  wind  i'the  world  will  blow 
them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidud  is  high-coloured. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink.'' 

*  ■        e4mvermtMn.']  i.  e.  Behaviour,  manner  of  acting  in  common  Kfe. — 
Stibteks. 

^ a  banquet,'] — in  our  author*!  time,  signified  what  we  now  call  atUmrt;  . 

and  from  the  following  dialogue  the  word  must  here  bo  undentood  in  tiiat 
MUM. — Malonc. 

« plants — ]  i.  e.  Feet ;  from  the  Latin. 

* alms-drmk.]  A  phraae,  amonnt  good  fellows,  to  signify  that  Uqnor  of 

another's  share  whicn  his  companioa  drinks  to-  ease  him.  Bat  it  satirically 
alludes  to  Caesar  and  Antony's  admitting  him  into  the  triumvirate,  in  order  to 
Cake  off  froi]% themselves  the  load  of  envy. — Waiburtok. 


ACT  II.— SCENE  VII.  127 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition/ 
he  cries  out,  ho  more  ;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty,  and 
himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv,  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
fellowship :  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
service,  as  a  partizan^  I  could  not  heave. 

1  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not  to  be 
seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  should  be, 
which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks. 

A  Sennet  sounded.    Enter  Cjesar,  Antony,  Pompkt, 

LepIDUS,  AgBIPPA,  MECiENAS,ENOBARBUS,MENA8, 

vnth  other  Captains. 

Ant.  Thus  do  they,  sir;  [to  C^sar.]    They  take  the 
flow  o'the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  i'the  pyramid ;  they  know. 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,'  if  dearth. 
Or  foizon,**  follow  :  The  higher  Nilus  swells. 
The  more  it  promises  :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain. 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep.  You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant.  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mud 
by  the  operation  of  your  sun  :  so  is  your  crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  so. 

Pom.  Sit, — and  some  wine. — A  health  to  Lepidus. 

Lep.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  I'll  ne'er  out* 

Eno.  Not  till  you  have  slept;  I  fear  me,  you'll  be  in, 
till  then. 

Lqf.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the  Ptoliemies'  pyra- 
mises*  are  very  goodly  things ;  without  contradiction,  I 
have  heard  that. 

*  A$  they  fnneh  one  another  by  the  disporitionf]  A  phrase  equivalent  to  that  now 
in  use  of  touclUng  one  in  a  sore  place. — Warburton. 

' a  partizan — ]  A  pike.  9  — —  the  nuan,]  e.  i.  The  middle. 

^         foium,']  i.  e.  Plenty,  abundance. 

* pyramites — ]  Pyramit  for  pyramid  was  in  common  use  in  oar  author's 
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Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  {Aside. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear :  what  is't  ? 

Men.  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  thee,  captain, 

[Aside. 
And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Pom.  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 

This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thing  is  your  crocodile  ? 

Ant.  It  is  shaped,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad  as 
it  hath  breadth :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with 
its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it ;  and 
the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  Tis  a  strange  serpent. 

Ant.  Tis  so.     And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet. 

Cos.  Will  this  description  satisfy  iiim?  - 

Ant,  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  else  he 
is  a  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [to  Men  AS  aside.li  Go,  hang,  sir,  hang  !     Tell  me 
of  that  ?  away  ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — ^Where's  this  cup  I  caird  for  ? 

Men.  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear  me. 
Rise  from  thy  stool.  [Aside. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad.    The  matter? 

[Rises,  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thy  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  much  faith  :  What's 
Be  jolly,  lords.  [else  to  say  ? 

Ant.  These  quicksands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  tliou  be  lord  of  all  the  world? 

Pom.  What  say*st  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world?    That's 
twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  be  ? 

Men.  But  entertain  it,  and, 

time.  From  thii  word  Shakspeare  formed  the  English  plural,  pyrwmitet,  to 
mark  the  indittinct  prononciation  of  a  man  nearly  intoxicated,  whose  tongue 
is  now  beginning  to  *'  split  what  it  speaks." — Maloni. 
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Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

Pom*  Hast  thou  drunk  well  ? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be^  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whatever  the  ocean  pales,  or  sky  inclips.J 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  haveH. 

Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 

Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors,*" 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  Let  me  cut  the  cable  ;^ 
And^  when  we  are  put  off,  fall  to  their  throats  : 
All  there  is  thine.*" 

Pom.  Ah,  this  thou  should'st  have  done. 

And  not  have  spoke  on't!  In  me,  'tis  villainy ; 
In  thee^  it  had  been  good  service.     Thou  must  know, 
Tis  not  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour ; 
Mine  honour,  it.     Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betrayed  thine  act:  Being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  drink. 

Men.  For  this,  [Aside. 

Ill  never  follow  thy  pall'd"  fortunes  more. — 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis  offer'd, 
Shall  never  find  it  more. 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 

Ant.  Bear  him  ashore. — I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey. 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 

Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 

[Poinriiig  to  the  Attendant  who  carries  off 
Lepidus. 

Men.  Why  ? 

Enn.  He  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  See'st  not  ? 

J tnetfjraj  i.  e.  Ewftroccs. 

*  —  eampetitoTt,']  i.  e.  Cmifederata,  jKtrtmrs, 

^ Let  me  cut  the  cabU;]  This  incident  is  from  Plutarch. 

**  AU  there  it  thine.]  i.  e.  AU  in  the  vessel. — Steevens. 

B fialCd — ]  i.  e.  Vapid,  past  its  time  of  excellence  j  palled  wine,  ia  wine 

that  has  lost  its  original  sphghtliness. — Johnson. 

VOL.    VII.  K 
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Men.  The  third  part  then  is  druok :  'Would  it  were  all. 
That  it  might  go  on  wheels ! 

Eno.  Drink  thou  ;  increase  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  yessels,®  ho ! 
Here  is  to  Ceesar. 

da.  I  could  well  forbear  it. 

It's  monstrous  labour^  when  I  wash  my  braiOf 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'the  time* 

Cos.  Possess  it.  Til  make  answer :  but  I  had  rather  fast 
From  all,  four  days,  than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor !  [To  Antony. 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  bacchanals. 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands  ; 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steeped  our  sense 
In  soft  and  delicate  lethe. 

Eno,  All  take  hands. — 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  musick : — 
The  while,  I'll  place  you :  Then  the  boy  shall  sing ; 
The*holding  every  man  shall  bear/  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Musick  plays.    Enobarbus  placa  them  hand 
in  hand. 

SONG. 

Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  vine, 
Plumpy  Bacchus,  with  pink  eyne  :'* 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  drowned: 
With  thy  grapes  our  hairs  he  crowned  ; 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  rounds- 
Cup  us,  till  the  ivorld go  round! 

.  '•  ,  Strike  tke  vesteUf]  i.  c.  Chink  the  vatch  one  tifainU  the  other,  as  a  mark 
efmet  umiiiiiiuty  in  drinking,  a«  wc  now  amy,  chink  glnue*. — Stp.btens. 

wTkehoidingevnyman  shall  hear,]  To  bear  the  burdeD,  or.  a»  it  i»  herr 
caUedf  the  hdding  of  a  song,  U  the  phraae  at  thin  da^.— M.  Masox. 

4 pink  tyne:]  i.  c.  Red  eyet:  eyes  iniamed  vith  drinking. 
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Ckf.  What  would  you  more? — Pompey,  good  night. 
Gh>od  brother. 
Let  me  request  you  off:  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let's  part ; 
You  see,  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  strong  Enobarbe 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine ;  and  mine  own  tongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks :  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
Antick'd  us  all.  What  needs  more  words  ?  Good  night. — 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 

Pom.  rU  try  you  o'the  shore.    • 

Ant,  And  shall,  sir :  give's  your  hand. 

Pom.  O,  Antony*  ' 

You  have  my  father's  house, — But  what  ?  we  are  friends  : 
Come,  down  into  the  boat. 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. 

[Exeunt  Pompey,  Cjesar,  Ant.  and  Attendtrnti. 
Menas,  111  not  on  shore. 

Men.  No,  to  my  cabin. — 

These  drums ! — ^these  trumpets,  flutes !  what ! — 
Let  Neptune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  farewell 
To  these  great  fellows :  Sound,  and  be  hang'd,  sound  out. 

[A  Flourish  of'  TrumpeU,  with  Drums. 

Eno.  Ho,  says  'a ! — ^There's  my  cap. 

Men.  "  Ho! — noble  captain! 

Come.  .  [Exeunt. 

ACT  in. 

Scene  I. — A  Plain  in  Syria. 

Enter  Ventidius,  as  fl/?er  conquest,  with  Sihius,  and  other 
Romans,  Officers,  and  Soldiers ;  the  dead  Body  of  Pa- 
coRUS  borne  before  him. 

Yen.  Now,  darting  Parthia,  art  thou  struck  ;  and  now 
Pleas'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassus'  death 
Make  me  revenger. — Bear  the  king's  son's  body 
Before  our  army : — ^Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes/ 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

f Thy  PaenTut,  Orad€S,'\  Podnrus  was  tbe  ■on  of  Orodes,  king  of  Parthia* 

— Stibtsns. 
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Sil.  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm. 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly :  so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 

I  have  done  enough :  A  lower  place,  note  well. 
May  make  too  great  an  act:  For  learn  this,  Silius ; 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve's  away. 
CsBsar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,  than  person  :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant. 
For  quick  accumiulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  achieved  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can. 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain :  and  ambition. 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss. 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good. 
But  'twould  offend  him;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perish. 

Sil.  Thou  hast,  Ventidius,  that 

Without  the  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword. 
Grants  scarce  distinction.*    Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony? 

Ven.  I'll  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name. 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid  ranks. 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'the  field. 

iSi7.  Where  is  he  now? 

Ven.   He    purposeth   to    Athens:    whither  with  what 
haste 


•  Witlumt  tht  which  a  ioldier,  aud  his  tword, 
GranU  ieara  diflJnrtum.]  Grant,  for  afford.  It  is  badly  and  obacurely  «i- 
prtmcd ;  but  the  tente  it  this :  Thou  hat  thatf  VentidiiUt  which  if  thou  didM 
wanf ,  there  would  be  no  dittmmion  between  thee  and  thy  sword.  You  would  be  MA 
mmlly  cutting  and  tmtelets.  This  was  wisdom  or  knowledge  of  the  worlds— 
Ir^jiBvnTOK. 
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The  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  permit. 
We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there ;  pass  along. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  II, 
Rome.     An  Ante-Chamber  in  CsBsar's  House. 

Enter  Agbippa  and  Enobarbus^  meeting. 

Agr,  What,  are  the  brothers  parted? 

Eno.  They  have  despatched  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome :  Caesar  is  sad ;  and  Lepidus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno.  A  very  fine  one :  O,  how  he  loves  CsBsar ! 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony ! 

Eno.  CsBsar?  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr.  What*8  Antony  ?   The  god  of  Jupiter. 

Eno.  Spake  you  of  Caesar  ?    How  ?  the  nonpareil ' 

Agr.  O  Antony!  O  thou  Arabian  bird!' 

Eno.  Would  you  praise  Caesar,  say, — Caesar ; — go  no 
further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  ply'd  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 

Eno.  But  he  loves  Caesar  best ; — ^Yet  he  loves  Antony : 
Ho!  hearts, tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets,  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho,  his  love 
To  Antony.    But  as  for  Caesar, 
Elneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

Agr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle ."^    So, — 

[Trumpets. 
This  i3  to  horse — Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier ;  and  farewell. 

Enter  Cjesab,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  Octavia. 
Ant.  No  further,  sir. 

^  — —  Arabian  bird  f]  The  phoenix. 

*  3^  mn  hi*  thardt,  and  he  their  bettU,']  i.  e.  They  are  the  wingt  that  raLie 
thig  kavy  lumpish  inuct  from  the  grovnd. — Steetbns. 
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Cas.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself ; 
Use  me  well  in  it. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make   thee,  and  as  my   furthest 

band  ^ 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof. — Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,  which  is  set 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
Have  loved  without  this  mean,  if  on  both  parts 
This  be  not  cherish'd. 

Ant,  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust. 

Cos,  I  have  said. 

Ant.  You  shall  not  find. 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,^  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear :  So,  the  gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  ends  ! 
We  will  here  part. 

Cas.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well ; 
The  elements''  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 

Octa.  My  noble  brother ! — 

Ant0  The  April's  in  her  eyes:  It  is  love's  spring. 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on.— -Be  cheerful. 

Octa.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house ;  and — 

Cos.  What, 

Octavia? 

Oct.        ni  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongu^  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue  :  the  swan's  down  feather. 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide. 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  Will  Csesar  weep  ?  [Aside  to  Agrippa. 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in^s  face. 

^  ai  my  furthmt  band — ]  Am  I  will  ▼entore  the  greatest  pledge  of  ee- 

cority,  oa  the  trial  of  thy  conduct.    Band  and  hand  in  o«  aothoi^  timfl»  wtn 
■ynonymoos. — John  ton  and  Maloni. 

w curious,"]  i.  e.  >SerupuUmt. 

*ThaamtnU-^}ue.  7h<eir  and  t^iMUr;  Octavilii  abo«t  to  ou^  a 
joamBj  bj  fea.— M.  Mamw. 
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£fio.  He  were  tihe  worse  for  that,  were  he  a  horse  ;^ 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agt.  Why»  Enobarbns? 

When  Antony  found  Julius  Ccesar  dead. 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring :  and  he  wept, 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled  with  a  rheum; 
What  willingly  he  did  confound,'  he  wail'd : 
Believe  it,  till  I  weep  too. 
I  Cos.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

I  You  shall  hear  from  me  still ;  the  time  shall  not 

Out-ga  my  thinking  on  you. 
Ant.  Come,  sir,  come ; 

\  m  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love : 

Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go. 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 
CiBf .  Adieu ;  be  happy ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  (lie  stars  give  light 
j  To  thy  iair  way ! 

C«9.  FareweU,  farewell !  [Xtsses  Octavia. 

Ant.  Farewell ! 

\TrumpeU  sound.    ExemU. 

SCENE  III. 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Chaemian;  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  the  fellow  ? 

Alex.  ^  Half  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  Go  to,  go  to : — Come  hither,  sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex.  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you. 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd.' 

f  — ..  wffK  hs  a  hone;"]  A  hone  is  said  to  h«v9  a  ^loud  m  his  face,  when  he 
has  a  black  or  dark-cobiird  spot  in  his  forehead  between  his  e^es.  This  gives 
ISm  a  aimr  look,  and  bemg  sopposed  to  indicate  an  ill  temper,  is  of  couiae  le- 
guded  as  a  great  blemish. — Stsstens* 

*  —  coitfaund^l  i.  e.  Jkstnnf, 


I 


136  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

CUo.  That  Herod's  head 

111  have:  But  how?  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it. — Come  thou  near. 

ilfes5.  Most  gracious  majesty,— r 

Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold 

Octayia? 

Mess.        Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cleo.  Where  ? 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome 

I  look'd  her  in  the  face;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cko.  Is  she  as  tall  as  me  ? 

Mess.  She  is  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  Didst  hear  her  speak?    Is  she  shrill-tongu'd  or 
low?  . 

Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak ;  she  is  low-yoic'd. 

Cleo.  That's  not  so  good : — ^he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  Like  jier?  O  Isis!  'tis  impossible. 

Cleo.  I  think  so,  Charmian:  Dull  of  tongue,  and  dwarf- 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait?  Remember,  [ish! — 

If  e'er  thou  look'dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps ; 

Her  motion  and  her  station*  are  as  one : 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life ; 
A  statue,  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 

Char.  Three  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 

I  do  perceiv't : — ^There's  nothing  in  her  yet : — 
The  fellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I^r'y^ee. 

Mess.  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ? — Charmian,  hark. 

Mess.  And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty.  [round  ? 

Cleo.  Bear'st  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is  it  long,  or 

•  —  nation—]  i.  e.  SUite  ^rat.— NiBii. 
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Mess.  Round  even  to  faultiness. 

Cko.  For  £he  most  part  too. 

They  are  foolish  that  are  so.^ — Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Mess.  Brown,  madam ;  And  her  forehead  as  low 
As  she  could  wish  it.^ 

Cleo.  There  is  gold  for  thee.  '""Mk 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill :—  ^ 

I  will  employ  thee  back  again;  I  find  thee 
Most  fit  for  business :  Go>  make  thee  ready ; 
Our  letters  are  prepared.  [£rtV  Messenger. 

Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cleo.  Indeed,  he  is  so :  I  repent  me  much. 
That  so  I  harry'd^  him.    Why,  methinks,  by  him. 
This  creature's  no  such  thing. 

Char.  Oy  nothing,  madam. 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and  should  know. 

Char.  Hath  he  seen  majesty?    Isis  else  defend. 
And  serving  you  so  long ! 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  him  yet,  good  Char« 
But  'tis  no  matter;  thou  shalt  bring  him  to  me  [mian: 
Where  I  will  write :  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [Exeunt.. 

SCENE  IV. 

Athens.     A  Room  in  Antony's  House' 

Enter  Antony  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that,  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import, — but  he  had  wagM 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey ;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 

^  Round  evm  tofauUimBu. 
Cleo.  Fcr  tht  mott  part  too, 

Thejf  anfooluh,  &cl  This  Ib  from  the  old  writers  on  physiognomy.  So,  in 
Hill's  PUamnt  Hutoryy  &c  1613 :  "  The  head  iwry  tovnd,  to  be  forgetful  and 
fooliJi.** — ^Again, "  the  head  hmg,  to  be  pradent  and  wary." — Stbbvens. 

c  .         And  herfinthead  at  low 
Am  tho  could  wi$h  it,"]  The  phrase  employed  by  the  messenger  is  still  a  cant 
one.    I  once  overheard  a  chanibermaid  say  of  her  rival* — "  that  her  legs  were 
as  thick  at  the  amid  wiJ^tAtfm." — Stestbns. 

*  —  horrid — ^1  L  e.  Utitd  roughly ;  to  harry,  is  literally*  to  hunt.  Hence 
the  word  harrier.  King  James  threatened  the  Puritans  that  "  he  would  harry 
them  oat  of  the  land."— Hbnlet. 
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To  publick  ear : 

SpcJLe  scantily  of  me ;  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour^  cold  and  sickly 
He  vented  them;  most  narrow  measuiie  lent  me : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  ftot  took't, 
r  did  it  from  his  teeth.* 

Oct.  O  my  good  lord^ 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  believe. 
Stomach  not  all.    A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stood  between. 
Praying  for  both  parts : 
And  the  good  gods  will  mock  me  presently. 
When  I  shall  ^  pray,  O,  biess  my  lord  ami  kusbitnd ! 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
O,  blesi  ifiy  brother!  Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays,  and  destroys  the  prayer;  no  midway 
Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Octavia, 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it :  If  I  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours. 
Than  yours  so  branchless.     But,  as  you  requested. 
Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  The  mean  time,  lady, 
111  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stain ^  your  brother;  Make  your  soonest  haste ; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Oct.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most  weak. 
Your  reconciler!  Wars  'twixt  you  twain  would  be' 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  wh^re  this  begins. 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  faults 

•  Or  did  itfnm  kU  Utlh.}  Whetlier  thUmeaiia,  ma  we  now  uy,  in  tjfill§tflu» 
tfflA,  or  that  ha  spoke  through  hit  teeth,  so  ae  to  he  purpoeely  inHilinrt^  t  wm 
unable  to  detennme. — STxnvBNt. 

' ftaifi — ]  i.  e.  Shame  or  ditgract, — Jobnion.    Afttt  Antooj  haa  told 

OctaTia  that  the  iball  be  a  mediamz  between  him  and  his  advenarr,  it  is 

ler  bfoues*— * 


sorely  •tranee  to  add  that  he  will  do  an  act  that  shall  disgrace  her 
If iLOVB.    Theobald  proposes  to  read  ttroin  for  slaui. 

ff Wvr%*twiai  ytm  twain  would  bi,  &c.]  The  sense  is,  that  war  between 

C«sar  and  Antony  would  engage  the  world  between  them,  and  thai  the 
slanghter  would  be  great  in  so  eztensiTe  a  commotioD.— Jobm son. 
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Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your  going; 
Choose  your  own  company,  and  command  what  cost 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  lExeuni. 

SCENE  V. 

ITie  same.     Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros  ?  * 

Eros.  There's  strange  news  come,  sir. 

Eno.  What,  man  ? 

JEros.  Caesar  and  Lepidns  have  made  wars  upon  Pom- 
pey. 

Eno.  This  is  old;  What  is  the  success? 

Eros.  Ceesar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  waars 
'gainst  Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality;^  would 
not  let  him  partake  m  the  glory  of  the  action :  and  not 
resting  here,  accuses  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly  wrote 
to  Pompey ;  upon  his  own  appeal,*  seizes  him :  So  the* 
poor  third  is  up,  till  death  enlarge  his  confine. 

Eno.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more : 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast« 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.    Where's  Antony? 

Eros.  He's  walking  in  the  garden-— thus ;  and  spurns 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him;  cries.  Fool,  Lepidus! 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer. 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rigged. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Caesar.     More,  Domitius  ;^ 
My  lord  desires  yon  presently :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  Twill  be  naught : 

But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  sir.  [Exeimt. 

* rtwltcy;]  Equal  rank. — Johnson. 

^  —  upon  )ui  own  appeal,"]  To  appeal,  in  Shakspeafe,  is  to  aeeuH;  Cmmr 
seized  LepidoB  withoat  any  other  proof  than  Cssars  acciuation.-^oBNSOM. 

^  -^—  More,  Domitiui ; J  I  have  something  more  to  tell  yoa  which  1  might 
have  told  at  first,  and  delay'd  my  news.  Antony  requires  your  preMDce.— 
Johnson. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Rome.     A  Room  in  Caesar's  House. 

Enter  Cjesar,  Agrippa,  and  Mecjbnas. 

Cos.  Contemning  Rome,  be  has  done  all  this:  And 
In  Alexandria, — there's  the  manner  of  it,  [more ; 

I'  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publickly  enthroned :  at  the  feet,  sat 
Csesarion,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son ; 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  Lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Mec.  This  in  the  publick  eye? 

Cos.  r  the  common  show-place,  where  they  exercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaimed.  The  kings  of  kings: 
Great  Media,  Partbia,  and  Armenia, 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assigned 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appeared ;  and  oft  before  gave  audience 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 

Inform'd. 

Agr.  Who,  queasy  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

Ctff .  The  people  know  it ;  and  have  now  receiv'd 
His  accusations. 

Agr.  Whom  does  he  accuse? 

Ctff •  CsBsar :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Sextus  Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  isle :  then  does  he  say,  he  lent  me 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd :  lastly,  he  frets. 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  depos'd ;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 
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Agr.  Sit,  this  should  be  answer'd. 

Cos.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd. 
And  did  deserve  his  change;  for  what  I  have  conquered, 
I  grant  him  part ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conquered  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  never  yield  to  that. 

Cits.  Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this- 

Enter  Octavia. 

Oct.  Hail,  Csesar,  and  my  lord !  hail,  most  dear  Caesar ! 

Cos,  That  ever  I  should  call  thee,  cast-away ! 

Oct.  You  have  not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have  you  cause. 

Cas.  Why  have  you  stoFn  upon  us  thus?  You  come  not 
Like  Caesar's  sister :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach. 
Long  ere  she  did  appear ;  the  trees  by  the  way. 
Should  have  borne  men ;  and  expectation  fainted. 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not:  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  But  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome ;  and  have  prevented 
The  ostentation*  of  our  love,  which,  left  unshown 
Is  often  left  unlov'd  :  we  should  have  met  you 
By  sea,  and  land ;  supplying  every  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Oct.  Good  my  lord. 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constraint,  but  did  it 
On  my  free-will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
Hearing  that  you  prepared  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal ;  whereon,  I  begg*d 
His  pardon  for  returiv 

Cos.  Which  soon  he  granted, . 

Being  an  obstruct  'tween  his  lust  and  him. 

Oct.  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

1 otUntatm — ]  i.  e.  Diiplay:  this  U  the  reading  of  the  old  copy,  for  which 

Mr.  Steev€xui  has  sobstitated  ortent  for  the  take  of  the  metre. 
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Cos.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 

And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind^ 
Where  is  he  now  ? 

Oct.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Cos.  No,  my  most  wronged  sister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war :  He  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Libya ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia;  the  Thracian  king,  Adallas : 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia ;  king  of  Pont ; 
Herod  of  Jewry ;  Mithridates,  king 
OfComagene;  Polemon  and  Aminias, 
The  kings  of  Mode,  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  list  of  scepters. 

Oct.  Ah  me,  most  wretched. 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends. 
That  do  afflict  each  other  ! 

Cits.  Welcome  hither : 

Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth ; 
Till  we  perceiv'dy  both  how  you  were  wrong  led. 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart : 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbewail'd  their  way.    Welcome  to  Rome  : 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.    You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods. 
To  do  you  justice,  make  them  ministers 
Of  us,  and  those  that  love  you.     Best  of  comfort ; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment"*  to  a  trull. 
That  noiias  it  against  us. 

' ngimint'^]  i.  e.  Oovernrnent,  miihoritit ;  he  potfl  hw  pewtr  toad  hk 
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Oct.  Is  it  so,  sir  ?  '  « 

Cos.  Most  certain.    Sister^  welcome :  Pray  you. 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  My  dearest  sister! 

[Exatmt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Antony's  Camp,  near  to  the  Promontory  o/'Actinm. 
Enter  Oleopatra  and  Enobarbus. 

Cleo.  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 

Eno.  But  why,  why,  why  ? 

Cleo.  Thou  hast  forspoke"  my  being  in  these  wars ; 
And  say'st,  it  is  not  fit. 

Eno.  Well,  is  it,  is  it? 

Cleo.  Is't  not  ?  Denounce  against  us,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person? 

Eno.  \aside.'\  Well,  I  could  reply  : — 
If  we  should  serve  wiih  horse  and  mares  together. 
The  horse  were  merely^  lost,  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier,  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is*t  you  say  ? 

Eno.  Your  presence  needs  must  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from  his  time. 
What  shonld  not  then  be  spar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc'd  for  levity ;  and  'tis  said  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch,  and  your  maids. 
Manage  this  war. 

dleo.  Sink  Rome ;  and  their  tongues  rot. 

That  speak  against  us  !  A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war. 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  against  it ; 
I  will  not  stay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done  : 

Here  comes  the  emperor. 

empire  into  the  h^knds  of  a  false  woman. — It  may  be  remarked,  that  iruU  was 
not  in  our  author's  days  a  term  of  mere  infamy,  but  a  word  of  slight  contempt. 

— JoBNiON. 

B /impolce— ]  L  e.  ConiradicUdf  spoken  against. 

o msrtlif — ]  i.  e.  £ntirr/«/,  abtointely. 
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Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Ant.  Is't  not  strange,  Canidius, 

That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundusium, 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea, 
And  take  in"*  Toryne  ? — You  have  heard  on't,  sweet? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd. 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant.  A  good  rebuk%9 

Which  might  have  well  becomM  the  best  of  men. 
To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 

Cleo.  By  sea  !  What  eke  ? 

Can.  Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ? 

Aftt.  For  that  he  dares  us^  to't. 

Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar*d  him  to  single  fight. 

Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Pharsalia, 
Where  Caesar  fought  with  Pompey  :  But  these  ofiers. 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  ofi*; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno.  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd  : 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
IngrossM  by  swift  impress  ;  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those,  that  often  have  'gainst  Pompey  fought : 
Their  ships  are  yare  -J  yours,  heavy.    No  disgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea, 
Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard. 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  ril  fight  at  sea. 

P  — ^-  take  in — ]  i.  e.  GiUn  by  eonquett. 

9  For  that  hs  darts  tu — ]  i.  e.  Became  hs  daret  ui. 

'  •— '  yart :]  i.  e.  ManageabU,  dexteraui. 
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Cleo.  I  have  sixty  sails,  CsBsar  none  better. 

Ant.  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn ; 
And,  with  the  rest  fuU-mann'd,  from  the  head  of  Actiom 
Beat  the  approaching  Cnsar.     But  if  we  fail. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

We  then  can  do't  at  land.— Thy  business  ? 

Mess.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord  ;  he  is  descried ; 
Caesar  has  taken  Toryne. 

Ant.  Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  'tis  impossible ; 
Strange,  that  his  power  should  be.» — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thdu  shalt  hold  by  land. 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse : — ^We'U  to  our  ship ; 

Enter  a  Soldier. 

Away,  my  Thetis  !^ — How  now,  worthy  soldier  ? 

Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
Trust  not  to  rotteti  planks :  Do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword,  and  these  my  wounds  ?  Let  the  Egyptians, 
And  the  Phcenicians,  go  a  ducking ;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth. 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant.  Well,  well,  away. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  Enobarbus. 

Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thou  art :  but  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't  :^  So  our  leader's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold.  *  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not  ? 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Caelius,  are  for  sea : 

■^  Strange  that  hit  power  thould  be."]  It  is  strasge  that  his/atves  should  be  there. 
— Malons. 

I my  Thetu  /]  Antony  may  address  Cleopatra  by  the  name  of  this  sea- 

nymph,  becauae  she  had  just  promised  him  assistance  in  his  naval  expedition ; 
or  periiaps  in  allusion  to  her  Toyage  down  the  Cydnus,  when  she  appeared  like 
Thetii  sonoonded  by  the  Nereios. — Stbeybms. 

■  —  hut  hi$  whoU  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :]  i.  e.  His  whole  conduct  in  the  war  is  not  founded 
apon  that  which  is  his  greatest  strength,  (namely,  his  land  force,)  but  on  the 
caprice  of  a  woman,  who  wii^es  that  he  should  fight  by  sea. — M alone. 

VOL.  VII.  L 
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But  we  keep  whole  by  land.    This  speed  of  Cttsar's 
Carries  beyond  belief/ 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome, 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions,^  as 
BeguilM  all  spies. 

Can,  Who's  his  lieutenant,  hear  you  ? 

Sold.  They  say,  One  Taurus. 

Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time's  with  labour;  and  throes 
forth.' 
Each  minute,  some.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

A  Plain  near  Actiom. 

Enter  CjbsaRi  Taurus,  Officers,  and  others. 

Qts.  Taurus, — 

Taur.  My  lord. 

Cos.  ^Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole  : 

Provoke  not  battle,  till  we  have  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll: 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.'  [£j«iifi^. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ant.  Set  we  our  squadrona  on  yon  side  o'the  hill. 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold. 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt^ 

V  Carrin  btjfond  Miff.]  Perhapt  Uiii  phraM  is  from  archery. — Stxxtbsis. 

V dittraetionsA  L  e.  DetaeKmgnti,  npuratt  bodim, — Johnsok. 

s  -^—  throetfortK'i  i.  e.  EmiU  at  in  partuiriUon. 
'  —— Jimp,]  i.e.  nasard. 
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Enter  Canidius^  tnarchmg  with  his  Land  Amy  one  wmjf 
over  the  Stage;  and  Taurus,  the  Lieutenant  q/^ Cabas, 
the  other  way.  After  their  going  in,  i$  heard  the  noise  of  a 
Seafight. 

Alarum.     Re-enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Naught,  naught,  all  naught!  I  can  behold  no 
The  Antoniad,'  the  Egyptian  admiral,  [longer: 

With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder ; 
To  see't,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  Qods,  and  goddessei, 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them  I 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion  ? 

Scar.  The  greater  cantle*  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kissM  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno»  How  appears  the  fight  ? 

Scar.  On  pur  side  like  the  token'd^  pestilence. 
Where  death  is  sore.    Yon'  ribaudred^  nag  of  Egypt, 
Whom  leprosy  o'ertake  !  i'the  midst  o'the  fight, — 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appeared. 
Both  as  the  same,  or,  rather,  ours  the  elder. 
The  brize'  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld :  mine  eyes 

Did  sicken  at  the  sight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof 'd,* 

s  Tht  AnUmiait  6oc.]  Which  Flutaxch  says,  was  Um  name  of  Cleopatra*! 
ship. — PoPB. 

*  Tke  greater  canets— -1  i.  e.  The  larger  eemi^.   Ciesar,  bt  thie  play,  mebtkoi 
the  three-nooi^d  world.  Of  this  triangular  world  every  triumvir  had  a  corner.*^ 

JOBMSON. 

k tofcm'd— ]  i.e.  SjpeUed.  The  death  of  ihofte  Tislted  by  the  plagoe  was 

certain,  when  particular  enptions  appeared  on  the  skin ;  and  tnese  were  called 
GotFs  t0]lcsns.p— Johnson  and  Stsbvbns. 

e ribaudred—l  u  e.  Obteene,  JUthy,  The  modem  editors  have  substituted 

fAsief-ricf,  but  without  authority.— Niaas. 

*  The  frrtif— ]  i.  e.  The  gad-Jiy, 

«  ..^  teof^di]  1.  e.  Brought  eins  to  the  wind. — STzerEWs. 

i2 
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The  noble  ruin  of  her  magick,  Antony^ 
Claps  on  his  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doting  mallard. 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her : 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Pid  violate  so  itself. 
Eno.  Alack,  alack ! 

Enter  Canidius. 

Can.  Oar  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.    Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight. 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ajt^  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then,  good  night 
Indeed.  .  [Aside. 

Can,  Towards  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  Tis  easy  to't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Caesar  will  I  render 

My  legions*  and  tny  horse ;  six  kings  already 
Show  me'  the  wtty  of  yielding. 

Eno.  *  rU  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,'  though  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  lExeuni. 

SCENE  IX. 

Alexandria,    ji  Roam  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Antony  and  Attendants. 

Ant,  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon't. 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me ! — Friends,  come  hither, 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world,'  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold j  take  that,  divide  it ;  fly. 
And  jnake  your  peace  with  CsBsar. 

^Thi  wounded  rhaiu»  rf  Antony,]  A  phrase  nearly  of  the  same  import  as  tht 

hTtktnforiunn  of  Antony, Mi  lonb. 

f «o  lattd  in  the  world, 1  Alludiog  to  a  beDighted  traYeller. — JouNtoii. 
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Att*.  Fly !  not  we. 

Ant^  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed  cowards 
To  run,  and  show  their  shoulders. — Friends,  be  gone ; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you;  be  gone: 
My  treasure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  foUow'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon  : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting. — Friends,  be  gone ;  you  shall 
Have  letters  from  me  to  some  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.    Pray  you,  look  not  sad. 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway: 
I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little  :  'pray  you  now : — 
Nay,  do  so ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command. 
Therefore  I  pray  you  : — I'll  see  you  by  and  by.  . 

[SU$  down. 

Enter  Eros  and  Cleopatra,  led  by  Charmian 

and  Iras. 

JEros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him : — Comfort  him. 

Iras.  Do,  most  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do !  Why,  what  else  ? 

Cleo.  Let  me  sit  down.    O  Juno ! 

Ant.  .No,  nO|  no,  no,  no. 

Eras.  See  you  here,  sir  ? 

Ant.  O  fye,  fye,  fye. 

Char.  Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam ;  O  good  empress ! — 

Eros.  Sir,  sir, — 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes ; — He,  at  Philippi,  kept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer  ;^  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius ;  and  'twas  I, 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  :  he  alone 

^ He,  at  Vhilippi,  hgjpt 

Hit  jword  tvtn  Uhe  a  dancer ;]  i.  e.  Caesar  nerer  offered  to  draw  bia  iword, 
bat  kept  it  in  the  scabbard,  like  one  who  dances  witb  a  sword  on^  wbich  was 
formerly  the  custom  in  Eng^land. — Ste evens. 
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* 

Dealt  on  lieuteiiantry,^  and  no  practice  had 

In  the  brave  squares  of  war :  Yet  now — No  matter, 

Cko.  Ab«  stand  by. 

Eros.  The  queen,  my  lord»  the  queen. 

Iras.  Go  to  him,  madam»  speak  to  him ; 
He  is  unqualitiedJ  with  very  shame. 

Cleo.  Well  then, — Sustain  me : — O ! 

Eros.  Most  noble  sir,  arise ;  the  queen  approaches ; 
Her  head's  declined,  and  death  will  seize  her ;  but 
Your  comfort  makes  the  rescue. 

Jnt.  I  have  offended  reputation ; 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

jint.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egjrpt?  See, 
How  I  convey  my  shame^  out  of  thine  eyes 
By  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stroy'd  in  dishonour. 

Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

Forgive  jny  fearful  sails !  I  little  thought. 
You  would  have  folio w'd. 

Ant.  Sgypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well. 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  strings,' 
And  thou  should'st  tow  me  after :  O'er  my  spirit 
Thy  full  supremacy  thou  knew'st ;  and  that 
^fhy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
Command  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon. 

Ant.  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodge 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  6' the  M^orld  play'd  as  I  pleas'd. 
Making,  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know. 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror ;  and  that  * 
My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

'  Dealt  on  ihM  Ueuienantryi]  i.  e.  FovLght  fnf  proxy,  made  war  by  }a»  IteateimBfti, 
or  on  the  strength  of  his  lieateiiiufits.---SrrBtvtNs. 

i unqualUied — ]  i.  e.  Unmanned  in  general,  diiarmed  of  hit  usual  facuU 

fits. — STEivtm. 

k  Hov  /  ronvty  mv  %kame — ]  How,  fay  looking  another  way,  I  withdraw  my 
ignominy  from  your  sight. — Johnson. 

1 iUd  fty  iht  tiringi,]  That  is,  fry  the  ^rl-flrHi|r.— Johhsom. 
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Cleo.  O  pardon^  pardon. 

jlnt.  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say ;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  Give  me  a  kiss ; 
E?en  this  repays  me. — ^We  sent  our  schoolmaster. 
Is  he  come  back  ? — Love>  I  am  fall  of  lead : — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and   our  viands :  — Fortune 

knows. 
We  scorn  her  most,  when  most  she  ofiers  blows. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  X. 

Caesar's  Camp  in  Egypt. 
Enter  Cjesab,  Dolabella,  Thyreos,  and  others. 

Cos*  Let  him  appear  that's  come  from  Antony. — 
Know  you  him  ? 

DoL  Ceesar,  'tis  bis  schoolmaster  :^ 

An  argument  that  he  is  pluck'd,  when  hither 
He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing. 
Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers. 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

£n/er  EvPHRONius. 

Cos.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup»  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony : 
I  was  of  late  as  *petty  to  his  ends. 
As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea."* 

Cos,  Be  it  so ;  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Requires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted. 
He  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens :  This  for  him. 
Next.  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 

"* his  iehoolmaster :]  The  name  of  this  person  was  £»pftnmMcs*   He  was 

tfhftrimiiBttT  to  Antony's  dUUtren  by  Cleopatra. — Stbitekb  and  Malowi. 
■  To  hit  grand  $ta*^  i.  e.  Hi*  full  tidM  cf  protp€nt}f, — STSiTBys. 
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The  circle  of  the  Ptolemies®  for  her  heirs. 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Cos.  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.    The  queen 
Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend,i^ 
Or  take  his  life  there :  This  if  she  perform. 
She  shall  not  sue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee  ! 

Cas.  Bring  him  through  the  bands. 

[Exit  EUPHRONIUS. 

To  try  thy  eloquence,  now  'tis  time :  Despatch  ; 

From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise,       [to  Thyrsus. 

And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more. 

From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not. 

In  their  best  fortunes,  strong :  but  want  will  perjure 

The  ne*er-touch'd  vestal :  Try  thy  cunning,  Thyreus ; 

Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 

Will  answej^  as  a  law. 

Thry.  Cassar,  I  go. 

Cas.  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw  ;^ 
And  what  thou  think'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Tkry.  CaBsar,  I  shall.        [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XI. 

Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  afid  Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 
Eno.  Think,  and  die.' 

Cleo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this? 
Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.    What  though  you  fled 

• eirclt  rfth£  PUUnia — j  The  diadem;  the  eniiga  of  the  royahj. — 

JortwsoN. 

r fritnd,']  i.  e.  Paramour. 

% kflw  Anttmy  bteomes  hit  flaw ;]  That  if,  bow  Antony  confonni  himself 

to  this  breach  of  his  fortune. — Joiikson. 

r  i%iHk,  atul  rftr.1  i.  e.  Consider  what  mode  of  ending  your  life  is  most  pre* 
fsrable,  and  inunrdiatrly  adopt  it. — Hcklit. 
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From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow  ? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship  ;*  at  such  a  point. 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  being 
The  mered  question  :^  Twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  flying  flags. 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

I^er  Antony  with  Euphronius. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  answer? 

Eup.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Jnt.  The  queen 

Shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  she  will  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so* 

jfnt.  Let  her  know  it. — 

To  the  boy  Csesar  send  this  grizled  bead. 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cko.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

jint*  To  him  again ;  Tell  him  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him;  from  which,  the  world  should  note 
Something  particular :  his  coin,  ships,  legions. 
May  be  a  coward's ;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
As  i'the  command  of  CsBsar :  I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart. 
And  answer  me  declined,"  sword  against  sword. 
Ourselves  alone :  Til  write  it ;  follow  me. 

{^Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphhonius. 

Eno.  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Ceesar  will 

*  How  niel^d  Mt  eaptairuhip ;]  i.  e.  Set  the  mark  of  folly  on  it. 

*  J%s  wmred  qu/otim  ;]  i.  e.  He  being  the  toU,  the  entire  iubfict  or  oceatian  of  the 
wir.-  Metiid  ia,  I  aospect,  a  word  of  our  author*!  formation,  from  mere. — 
Malonb. 

■  —  Hii  gay  comparisons  apart. 
And  answer  me  declined,]  I  require  of  Cesar  not  to  depend  on  that  supe- 
riority which  the  comparison  of  oifr  different  fortunes  may  exhibit  to  him,  but  to 
antwer  me  man  to  man,  in  this  decline  of  my  age  or  power.— Jon  vio v. 
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Unstate  his  happiness^  and  be  stag'd  to  the  show/ 
Against  a  sworder.<<--^I  see,  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes  ;^  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 
To  suffer  all  alike.    That  he  should  dream. 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Ceesar  will 
Answer  his  emptiness ! — Csesar,  thou  hast  subdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

jitt.  A  messenger  from  Cassar. 

Cleo,  What,  no  more  ceremony  ? — See,  my  women  ! — 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose. 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — Admit  him,  sir. 

Eno.  Mine  honesty,  and  I,  begin  to  square."       [Jlside. 
The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly : — Yet  he,  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  falleii  lord, 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer. 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

Enter  Thy  REVS. 

Cleo0^  CsBsar's  will  ? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  friends ;  say  boldly. 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

£710.  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  Csesar  has ; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Csesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend  :  For  us,  you  know. 
Whose  he  is,  we  are ;  and  that's,  Csesar^s. 

Thyr.  So.— 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd ;  Ceesar  entreats. 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st. 
Further  than  he  is  Ceesar.^^ 

Cleo.  Go  on :  Right  royal. 

t be  gta^d  to  th$  dune,]  That  iB,  exkiltiUd  likt  cot^iHing  gladiaton,  Ip  tht 

pubUek  gau. — ^HsirLrr. 

V  A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;]  i.  e.  As  we  aboald  say  at  present,  ofapioet  iM 
fA«m.— -Stievsns. 

« to  unare,']  i.  e.  To  ^intmfl, 

7  Further  than  he  it  Cdor.]  i.  e.  Generous  and  forgiymg,  abl«  and  wiUiiif  to 
restore  your  fbrtunct. — WAnBURTOK. 
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ThjfT.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  feared  him. 

Cleo.  O !  / 

Thyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour^  therefore^  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes. 
Not  as  desery'd. 

Cleo.  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 

What  is  most  right :  Mine  honour  was  not  yielded. 
But  conquer'd  merely. 

Eno.  To  be  sure  of  that,  [Aside. 

I  will  ask  Antony .-T-6ir,  sir,  thou'rt  so  leaky. 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.  [Exit  Enobabbus. 

Thfr.  Shall  I  say  to  CsBsar 

What  you  require  of  him  ?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desired  to  giye.    It  much  would  please  him. 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
To  lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits. 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shrowd. 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo.  ^  What's  your  name  ? 

Thyr,  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Most  kind  messenger. 

Say  to  great  CsBsar  this.  In  deputation' 
I  kiss  his  conquering  hand :  tell  him,  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  and  there  to  kneM  : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath*  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr,  Tis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together. 
If  that  the  ftrmer  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace**  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cho.  Your  Cffisar's  father 

> In  dgfndation*^'\  i  e.  ^y  jrrosy. — ^Tbe  old  copy  reads  dupuJtatUm :  the 

peeent  correction  of  the  text  wa9  suggested  by  Warburton,  and  is  approved 
oy  M.  Mason  and  Malone. 

* aW-drnfing  breath,']  i.  e.  In  Shakspeare's  language,  breath  which  all 

tktif,    Obtyittg  for  obeyed. — Mai  one. 

i>     «      Give  MC  gract'^']  i.  e.  Grant  me  the  favour, — Johnson. 
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Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdoms  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place. 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 


Re-^enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 

Ani.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders  !— 

What  art  thou,  fellow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 

The  bidding  of  the  fuU'st^  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obeyed. 

Eno,  You  will  be  whipp*d. 

JpU.  Approach  there : — Ay,  you  kite ! — Now  gods  and 
devils ! 
Authority  melts  from  me :  Of  late,  when  I  cry'd,  ho  J 
Like  boys  into  a  muss,^  kings  would  start  forth. 
And  cry.  Your  will?  Have  you  no  ears  ?  I  am    * 

Enter  Attendants. 

Antony  yet.    Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him. 

Eno.  Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp. 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  stars ! 

Whip  him : — Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  Ceesar,  should  I  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand  of  she  here,  (What*s  her  name. 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra?) — Whip  him,  fellows. 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  him  hence. 

Thj/r.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant.  Tug  him  away :  being  whipp*d. 

Bring  him  again : — This  Jack  of  Cassar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attend,  with  Thyreus. 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you : — Ha ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpress'd  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race, 

c tht/ulUa—]  i.e.Tht  numt  ompUu  und  ftrfmA. 

'  —  a  MUMi]  i.  e.  A  tcrmmbU. 
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And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  V 

Cleo.  Good  my  lord,— 

Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever  : — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, 
(O  misery  on't !)  the  wise  gods  seel  our  eyes ; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments ;  make  us 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion.  < 

Cleo.  O^  is  it  come  to  this  ? 

Ant.  I  found  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Cassar's  trencher :  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's ;  besides  what  hotter  hours. 
Unregistered  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously V  pick'd  out: — For,  I  am  sure,  ^ 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  be. 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cko.  Wherefore  is  thisJ? 

Ant.  To  let  ja  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  say,  God  quit  you !  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand ;  this  kingly  seal. 
And  plighter  of  high  hearts ! — O,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan,  to  outroar 
The  homed  herd  !^  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 
And  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
A  halter'd  neck,  which  does  the  hangman  thank 
For  being  yare*  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd? 

Sf'tnter  Attendants,  ii;i/A  Thyreus. 

1  Att.  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cry'd  he  ?  and  beggM  he  pardon  ? 

1  Att.  He  did  ask  favour. 
Ant.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  sorry 

'^— /eedcn]  i.  e.  SirvaMi — "  Meniali  appear  to  hare  been  treated  for- 
merly with  very  little  ceremony :  they  were  stripped  and  beaten  at  their  mae- 
ter'spleasore ;  and  cormoranU,  emten,  Ktkdfeedert  were  among  the  cirilest  namee 
beetowed  upon  them." — Gii ford's  Ben  Jomon,  vol.  ii.  168. 

r  iMmrhnM]  i.  e.  Wantonly. 

k  Th£  honudherd:]  This  is  caught  from  the  Psahns,  xziL  12,  "  Many  osm 
are  come  aboot  me  ^  fat  InUU  of  Basan  close  me  in  on  erery  side*«*STBBvtNs. 
~  Le,  Adrcit,  ready,  nimbU*    . 
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To  follow  CaBsar  ia  his  triumph,  since 

Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him :  beneefortb» 

The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee. 

Shake  thou  to  look  on't.-— Get  thee  back  to  Ceesar, 

Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  say. 

He  makes  me  angry  with  him :  forjie  seems 

Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am ; 

Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  He  makes  me  angry ; 

And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't ; 

When  my 'good  stars,  that  were  my  former  guides, 

Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 

Into  the  abism  of  hell.     If  he  mislike 

My  speech,  and  what  is  done ;  tell  him,  he  has 

Hipparchus,  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 

He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture. 

As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me  'J  Urge  it  thou : 

Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone.  [Exii  ThtIlbus. 

Cleo.  Hare  you  done  yet? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  ^errene  moon 

Is  now  eoltps'd ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony ! 

Cleo,  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant.  To  flatter  Csesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With,  one  that  ties  his  points  1^ 

Cleo.  *  Not  know  me  yet  ? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  so. 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail. 
And  poison  it  in  the  source ;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines,^  so 
Dissolve  my  life  1  The  next  Cnsarioif  ™  smite ; 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb. 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all. 
By  the  discaodying  of  this  pelleted  storm. 
Lie  graveless ;  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

i  — ->  tc  quit  me :]  i.  e.  To  rtquite  m$. 

^  Wiik  rat  that  tit  hit  poinuJ]  i.  e.  With  a  menial  attendast     Points  w%n 
lacM  with  metal  tagi,  with  which  the  old  tnmkhose  were  iaste&ed. — Malowi- 

1 a»  U  dttermhist,]  That  iB,AttkB  haiUtom  diuohm.^M,  MAtoN. 

•  — *  CcMTMn— ]  Cleopatra's  eon  by  Joliiii  C««ar.-^TSBTB»i. 


ACT  III.— SCENE  XI.  U» 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 

Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria ;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held :  our  sever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,"  threatening  most  sea-like. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart  ? — Dost  thou  hear,  lady  ? 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lipsi  I  will  appear  in  blood ; 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle  ;^ 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord ! 

Ant.  I  will  be  treble-sinew'd,  hearted,  breath'd. 
And  fight  maliciously :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice^  and  lucky,  men  did  ransome  lives 
Of  me  for  jests ;  bat  now,  I'll  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me. — Come, 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  night  :^  call  to  me 
All  my  sad  cs^tains,  fill  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth-day : 

I  had  thought,  to  have  held  it  poor ;  but,  since  my  lord   - 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
Ant.  We'll  yet  do  well. 
Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 
Ant»  Do  so,  well  speak  to  them ;  and  to-night  I'll  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars. — Come  on,  my  queen; 
There's  sap  in't  yet.    The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

lExeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and  Attendants. 
Eno.  Now  he'll  out-stare  the  lightning.   To  be  furious. 
Is,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear :  and  in  that  mood. 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge  -/  and  I  see  still, 
A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain 

* fleet,']  i.  e.  Float, — The  words  were  ffymmymoM. — Stsstevs. 

«  I  and  mji  tword  will  earn  our  chronicle ;]  I  and  my  sword  wiU  do  such  acts 
u  shaU  deserve  to  be  recorded* — Malonx. 

P  Nice — "]  i.  e.  Trifling. 

4  gaudy  mght  :J  Tliis  is  stili  an  epithet  bestowed  on  feast  days  in  the  colle|^ 
of  either  nnirersity.  Days  of  good  cheer,  in  some  of  the  foreign  imiTersitiet, 
are  called  Gaudeamut  days. — Stxxtbns  and  C. 

'Etiridge;]i.e.09irieh, 
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Restores  his  heart :  When  valour  preys  on  reason^ 

It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.    I  will  seek 

Some  way  to  leave  him.  [£jrtV. 


ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — Cassar's  Camp  at  Alexandria. 

Enter  CjeiSab^  reading  a  Letter:  Agrippa,  Mecanas, 

and  others. 

Cits.  He  calls  me  boy;  and  chides,  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt :  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipped  with  rods ;  dares  me  to  personal  combat* 
CsBsar  to  Antony :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know. 
He  hath  many  other  ways  to  die ;'  mean  time. 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec.  CsBsar  must  think. 

When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     GKve  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of*  his  distraction :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

C(t$.  Let  our  best  heads 

Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight : — ^Within  our'files  there  are 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late. 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.    See  it  be  done ; 
And  feast  the  army :  we  have  store  to  do't. 
And  they  have  eamM  the  waste.    Poor  Antony! 

[Exeuni. 

•  Hfl  haih  many  tthsr  woyi  to  dm  ;1  The  old  copy— i  ham  ntamy  otktr  wmyt  l» 
dk.  The  preaent  emendation  of  tne  text  it  approred  by  Uptoo,  JoliiifOB» 
Hanmer  and  Fanner ;  and  is  the  very  repartee  oi  Catar.  Let's  hear  Plntudi. 
— "  After  this  Antony  sent  a  challenge  to  Cesar  to  fight  him  hand  to  hand,  mad 
receiVd  for  answer  that  Ht  might  faiul  uvtral  other  wayt  to  ond  hit  Itfo." 

<  Make  boot  rf-~^  Take  advantage  of.— Job m son. 
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SCENE  11, 

Alexandria.     A  Roam  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian, 

Iras,  Alexas,  and  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  DomitiuB. 

JEwo.  No. 

Ant.  Why  should  he  not? 

£710.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  times  of  better  fortune. 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier. 

By  sea  and  land  FU  fight :  or  I  will  live. 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.    Woo't  thou  fight  well?   « 

£710.  ril  strike ;  and  cry,  Take  allJ" 

Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on. — 

Call  forth  my  household  servants ;  let's  to-night 

Enter  Servants. 

Be  bounteous  at  our  meal. — Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  hast  been  rightly  honest ; — so  hast  thou  ;— 
And  thou, — and  thou, — and  thou : — ^you  have  serv'd  me 
And  kings  have  been  your  fellows.  [well, 

Cleo.  What  means  this  ? 

£110.  Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks,  which  sorrow  shoots 
Out  of  the  mind.  .  Aside. 

Ant.  And  thou  art  honest  too 

I  wish,  I  could  be  made  so  many  men ; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony  ;  that  I  might  do  you  service. 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

Serv.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Ant.  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night;^: 
Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  as  much  of  me. 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  top. 
And  suffered  my  command. 

« Take  alL]  Let  the  surriTor  take  all.    No  comporition,  yictoiy  or 

deatb. — Johnson. 

VOL.  VII.  M 
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Cleo.  What  does  he  mean? 

Eno.  To  make  his  followers  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be,  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 
Haply,  you  shall  not  see  me  more ;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow  :^  perchance,  to-morrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  you. 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.    Mine  honest  friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death : 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yield  you^  for't ! 

£m).  What  mean  you,  sir. 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?  Look,  they  weep ; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-ey'd ;'  for  shame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho  !^ 

Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus  ! 
Grace  grow  where  those  drops  fall !  My  hearty  friends. 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense : 
I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort :  did  desire  you 
To  burn  this  night  with  torches :  Know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow ;  and  will  lead  you. 
Where  rather  Til  expect  victorious  life, 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  supper ;  come. 
And  drown  consideration.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.    Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Two  Soldiers,  to  their  guard. 

1  Sold.  Brother,  good  night :  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way  :  fare  you  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets  ? 

art/, 

A  mantUd  ihaiow:']  Or  ifyoa  tee  me  more,  you  will  see  me  a  mamgUd 
tkadow,  onfy  the  external  form  of  what  I  wai. — ^JoaitioN. 

^ yuld  you-—]  i.  e.  Reumrd  you. 

s onion-iy'd  ;J  I  hare  my  eyes  ai  full  of  tears  ai  if  they  had  been  fitted 

by  ooioiit. — JoBNtow. 

J  Ho,  Ko,  ho!]  i.  e.  Si4fp,  or  dentt,  Antony  deaures  his  foUowen  to  c«a«e  weep- 
ing.— Holt  Whiti. 
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1  Sold,  Nothing :  What  news  ? 

2  Sold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour : 
Good  night  to  you. 

1  Sold.  Well,  sir,  good  night. 

Enter  Two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers, 
Have  careful  watch. 

3  Sold.  And  you :  Good  night,  good  night 

[Tliejirst  two  place  themselves  at  their  posts. 

4  Sold.  Here  we :  [tha/  take  their  postsJ]  and  if  to-morrow 
Our  naVy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 

Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  Tis  a  brave  army. 
And  full  of  purposei 

iMusick  of  Hautboys  under  the  stage.* 

4  Sold.  Peace,  what  noise  ? 

1  Sold.  List,  list ! 

2  Sold.  Hark ! 

1  Sold.  Musick  i'the  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  signs  well,* 
Does't  not  ? 

3  Sold.     '   No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  say.  What  should  this  mean? 

2  Sold.  Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd^ 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk ;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 

Do  hear  what  we  do.  \Th^  advance  to  another  post. 

2  Sold.  How  now^  masters  ? 

Sold.  How  now  t 

How  now  ?  do  you  hear  this  ?      [Several  speaking  together. 
1  Sold.  Ay ;  Is't  not  strange  ? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters  ?  do  you  hear  ?  ' 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter; 
Let's  see  how't  will  give  off. 
Sold,  [several speaking."]  Content:  'Tis  strange.  [Exeunt. 

>  Mtmek  of  Hautboys  under  the  ttage.]  This  M^mataral  found  of  inBtxvraeati 
if  from  Plo^orch. 
*  It  signt  welly  &c.]  i.  e.  It  is  a  good  sign,  it  bodis  well, — STXiVBNi. 
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SCENE  IV. 

The  same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra  ;  Charmian,  afid  others, 

attending. 

Ant.  Eros !  mine  armour,  Eros ! 

Cleo.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  Ho,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come ;  mine  armour,  Eros ! 

Enter  Eros,  with  Armour. 

Come,  my  good  fellow,  put  thine  iron**  on : — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her. — Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  TU  help  too. 

What's  this  for? 

Ant.  Ah,  let  be,  let  be  !  thou  art 

The  armourer  of  my  heart: — False,  false;  this,  this. 

Cleo.  Sooth,  la.  Til  help:  Thus  it  must  be. 

Ant.  Well,  well; 

We  shall  thrive  now. — Seest  thou,  my  good  fellow  ? 
Oo,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,  sir.* 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well? 

Ant.  '    Rarely,  rarely : 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doflTt*  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm. — 
Thou  fumblest,  Eros ;  and  my  queen's  a  squire 
More  tight*  at'this,  than  thou  :  Despatc^h. — O  love. 
Thou  thou  could'st  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'st 
The  royal  occupation !  thou  should'st  see 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 

A  workman  in*t. — Good  morrow  to  thee ;  welcome  : 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge : 

k thint  iron—]  i.  e.  The  iron  he  hat  in  hii  hand,    AnUmf/'t  anmomr,~- 

Maloni. 

c  Briefly,  MT.J  That  is,  quickly,  tir, 

*  To  doJTt—j  i.  e.  To  jmt  it  cff.     To  do  it  of, 

• tight — ]  i.  e.  Handy,  adroit.    The  word  is  jtill  vulgarly  naed  ia  thia 


aeaae. 
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To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betime. 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

1  Off.  A  thousand,  sir. 
Early  though  it  be>  have  on  their  riveted  trim. 

And  at  the  port  expect  yon.  [Shout,    Trumpets.   Flourish* 

Enter  other  Officers,  and  Soldiers. 

2  Cff.  The  mom  is  fair. — Good  morrow,  general. 
AIL  Qood  morrow,  general. 

Ant.  ^is  well  blown,  lads. 

This  morning,  like  th^  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so;  come,  give  me  that:  this  way;  well  daid. 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me: 
This  is  a  soldier's  kiss :  rebukable,  [Kisses  her. 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanick  compliment ;  I'll  leave  thee 
Now,  like  a  man  of  steel. — You,  that  will  fight. 
Follow  me  close  ;  I'll  bring  you  to't. — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Eros,  Officers,  ami  Soldier's. 

Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber? 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.    That  he  and  Caesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight ! 
Then,  Antony, — But  now, — Well,  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 
Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

f 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Antony  and  Eros  ;  a  Soldier 

meeting  them.   . 

Sold.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony ! 

Ant.  'Would,  thou  and  those  thy  scars  had  once  pre- 
To  make  me  fight  at  land  !  ^       [vail'd 

Sold.  Had'st  thou  done  so. 

The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  still 
Follow'd  thy  heels'.  ^ 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning? 
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Sold.  Who  ? 

One  ever  near  thee  :  Call  for  Enobarbus^ 
He  shall  not  hear  thee ;  or  from  Ceesar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

4nt.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Sold.  Sir, 

He  is  with  Ceesar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after ;  do  it ; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him 
(I  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus,  and  greetings : 
Say,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master. — O^  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men: — Eros,  despatch.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  VI. 

Csesar's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Flourish.    Enter  Cjesar,  ttith  Agrippa,  Enobakbus, 

and  others. 

Cos.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
OurXvill  is,  Antony  be  took  alive;' 
Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.  Cffisar,  I  shall.         [Exit  Aokippa. 

Cos.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freely .< 

'  Our  irtU  is,  Antony  bt  took  alive  j]  It  is  observAblo  with  what  judgment 
Sbaktpeare  draws  the  character  of  OctaTins.  Antooy  was  his  hero ;  so  the 
other  was  not  to  shine :  yet  being  an  historical  character,  there  was  a  neoesnty 
to  draw  him  like.  But  the  ancient  historians,  his  flatterers,  had  delirered  him 
down  so  fair,  that  he  seems  ready  cat  and  dried  for  a  hero.  Amidst  th#se 
difficulties  Shakspeare  has  extricated  himself  with  great  address.  He  has  ad- 
mitted aU  those  great  strokes  of  his  character  as  he  found  them,  and  yet  has 
made  him  a  very  qwamiaMe  character,  deceitful,  mean-spirited,  narrow-mind- 
ed, proud,  and  revengeful. — WAasuRTON. 

ff  Shall  bear  the  olive  fretly,']  i.  e.  The  world  shalJ  then  enjoy  the  blessings  of 
peMce,  ot  irhich  oliva-braachcs  were  the  emblem. — M.  Mason. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess:  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  field. 

Cos.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van^ 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself.  [Exeunt  C^sar  and  his  Train. 

Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt ;  and  went  to  Jewry, 
On  affairs  of  Antony ;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Csesar^ 
And  leave  his  master  Antony  :  for  this  pains, 
Caesar  hath  hang'd  him.    Canidius,  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust.     I  have  done  ill ; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely. 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  o/'Ccesar's. 

Sold.  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  The  messenger 
Came  on  my  guard ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now. 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Enobarbus. 

I  tell  you  true :  Best  that  you  safd  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office, 
Or  would  have  done't  myself.     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [Exit  Soldier. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel  I  am  so  most.*"    O  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty,  how  would'st  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold !   This  blows  my  heart  :* 

b  /  on  alone  th§  vUltdn  tf  ik^  $arth. 
And  feel  I  am  to  mott.^  i.  e.  I  am  pre'eminently  the  gftaiett  villain  of  the  earth  ; 
aadfeel  I  am  to  most,  i.  e.  I  know  it  mytelf,  more  than  any  othir  ^enon  eon  or  doet 
feel  it, — RxxD.  * 

I ' This  blows  my  heart  :'\  i.  e.  This  generosity  swells  my  heart.     To  hloWy  is 

to  fuffor  swell. — Jobzibon  and  Steeveni. 
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If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 

Shall  outstrike  thought :  but  thought  will  do%  I  feeL 

I  fight  against  thee ! — No :  I  will  go  seek 

Some  ditch,  wherein  to  die ;  the  fouFst  best  fits 

My  la(t^  part  of  life.  *  [£jrt7. 

SCENE  VII. 

< 

Field  of  Battle  between  the  Camps. 

Alarum.     Drums  and  Trumpets.     Enter  Aorippa, 

and  others. 

• 

Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engaged  ourselves  too  far : 
CsBsar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression  ^ 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeuni. 

Alarum.     Enter  Antony  and  Scarus,  wounded. 

Scar.  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed  ! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  them  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant.  s  Thou  bleed'st  apace* 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  We'll  beat  'em  into  bench-holes ;  I  have  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  sir ;  and  our  advantage  serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs. 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind ; 
Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  thee  on. 
.    Scar.  I'll  halt  after.  [Exeunt. 

i cpprtuioH — ]  i.  e.  Offposition,  th«  force  by  which  we  are  oppreated  or 

OTtrpowered. — Malonb. 
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SCENE  VIII. 
Utiier  the  WaUs  of  Alexandria. 
Alarum.    Eater  Antony,  marehin^:  Scarvs,  and  Forces 

• 

Ant.  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp ;  Run  one  before. 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guests  > — ^To-monrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we'll  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you ;  and  have  fought 
Not  as  you  sery'd  the  cause,  but  as  it  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors, 
Enter  the  city,  clip'  your  wives,  your  friends. 
Tell  them  your  feats;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss 
The  honoured  gashes  whole. — Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[To  SCARUS. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  attended. 

To  this  great  fairy"  Til  commend  thy  acts, 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee. — O  thou  day  o'  the  world. 
Chain  mine  arm'd  neck  :  leap  thou,  attire  and  all. 
Through  proof  of  harness  °  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo*  Lord  of  lords  ! 

O  infinite  virtue !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  "*  uncaught? 

Ant.  My  nightingale. 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.     What,  girl  ?  though 
grey 

^  — •  Ut  the  queen  knew  tf  omt  ^puetu.]  Surely  we  should  read  gesCi,  i.  e. 
es^amet  ham  the  Latin  geitum.  Johmon't  interpretation  of  the  words  as  they 
itandy  is  that "  Antony  intends  to  bring  his  officers  to  sup  with  Cledpatra,  and 
orders  notice  to  be  given  of  their  guests." 

* eliv — ^1  i,  e.  En^fraee,  • 

■ /airy\ —  did  not  only  signify  a  diminutive  imagiuary  being,  but  an 

inekenter,  in  which  last  sense  it  is  here  used.  The  word  also  comprises  the 
idea  of  power  and  beauty. — Malonz  ami  Upton. 

■ proof  of  harness — }  i.  e.  Armour  of  proof.   Hamois,  Fr.   Amese,  Ital.— 

STtlVBNS. 

• grtdl  snare — ]  i.  e.  The  roar. 
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Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  brown  ;P   yet 

have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Qet  goal  for  goal  of  youth.^     Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand ; — 
ELiss  it,  my  warrior : — He  hath  fought  to-day, 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cko.  ril  give  thee,  friend. 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant,  He  has  deservM  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
Like  holy  Phcebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand ; 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march ; 
Bear  our  hacked  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them : ' 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host^  we  M  would  sup  together ; 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate. 
Which  promises  royal  peril. — ^Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear ; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines  j' 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together. 
Applauding  our  approach.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX. 

Caesar's  Camp. 

Sentinels  on  their  Post.     Enter  Enobarbus. 

1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour. 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard  :*  The  night 

P  —  yottfi^  6rovR ;]  So  the  old  copy.    SteeTeas  without  withoritj  aadtB 

4  Git  god  far  goal  qf  youth,}  At  all  jklajrs  of  banieis,  the  boundary  ii  caUad 
a  goal ;  to  win  a  goal,  is  to  be  a  lapenor  in  a  contest  of  activity .—Johnsoii. 

'  Bear  our  haeJed  targeU  lih$  the  men  that  owe  them :]  L  e.  Bear  otw  hacked  tar- 
gets  with  spirit  and  ejniltation,  such  as  becomes  the  braye  warriors  that  owm 
MsM.— Jo  H  vso  N.    Owe  for  pateeu  or  own. 

' tabowrma ;]  i.  e.  Small  drutas.    They  are  often  mentioned  in  our  aocieiit 

romances. — Steevbms. 

' the  court  of  guard :]  i.  e.  The  guard  room,  the  place  where  the  guard 

musters. — Stexveks. 
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Is  shiny ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 
By  the  second  hour  i'the  morn. 

2  Sold.  This  last  day  was 
A  shrewd  one  to  us. 

Eno.  O,  bear  me  witness,  night, — 

3  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

2  Sold.  Stand  close,  and  list  to  him. 
Eno.  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon. 

When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent ! — 

1  Sold.  Enobarbus  i 

3  Sold.  Peace ; 
Hark  further. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy. 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me ;" 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  hang  no  longer  on  me  :  Throw  my  heart'' 
Against  the  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to  powder. 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts.    O  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
Bat  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver  and  a  fugitive  : 
O  Antony  !  O  Antony  !  [  Dies. 

2  Sold.  Let's  speak 
To  him. 

1  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
May  concern  Caesar* 

3  Sold.  Let's  do  so.     But  he  deeps. 

1  Sold.  Swoons  rather ;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleeping. 

2  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  awake,  sir ;  speak  to  us. 

2  Sold.  Hear  you,  sir ; 

* di^0ng$  upon  tm  :]  i.  e.  Discharge,  as  a  tponge,  when  squeezed,  dis- 

chaigesthe  moisture  it  had  imbibed. — Stzetbns. 

» Throw  my  heaH^"]  The  pathetick  of  Shakspeare  too  often  ends  in  the 

ridiculoos.  It  is  painful  to  find  the  gloomy  dignity  of  tEis  noble  scene  destroyed 
by  the  intrusion  of  a  conceit  so  far-fetched  and  unaflFecting.— JoHiieoK. 
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1  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him.^ 

Hark,  the  drums  [Drums  afar  ojf* 

Demurely*  wake  the  sleepers.  Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard  ;  he  is  of  note  :  our  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

3  Sold.        Come  on  then  ; 
He  may  recover  yet.  \^'Extunt  with  the  Body. 

SCENE  X. 

Between  the  two  Camps. 
Enter  Antony  and  Scarus,  with  Forces,  marching. 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to*  day  by  sea ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scar.  ^  For  both,  my  lord. 

jint.  I  would,  theyM  fight  i'th6  fire^  or  in  the  air ; 
We'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is  ;  Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city. 
Shall  stay  with  us  :  order  for  sea  is  given ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven  :  Let's  seek  a  spot/ 
Where  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover. 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Cjesar,  and  his  Forces,  marching. 

Cizs.  But  being  charg'd  we  will  be  still  by  land. 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ;'  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  gallies.    To  the  vales. 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 

Ant.  Yet  they're  not  join'd  :  Where  yonder  pine  does 
stand, 

^  —  raught — ]  i.  e.  Rtachtd,    Raught  is  the  ancient  preterite  of  the  Teib 
to  reach, — Stbbtbns. 

'  Demurely — ]  i.  e.  Solemnly, 

y Let's  teek  a  spot,]  These  words  were  added  by  Malone.  In  the  old  copj 

the  line  and  the  sense  were  defective.    The  other  editors  nadfurther  an,  which 
words  were  supplied  by  Rowe. 

*  But  being  charged,  we  vill  be  still  by  land. 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ,]  i.  e.  Unless  we  be  charg'd  we  will  remain 
quiet  at  land,  which  quiet  I  suppose  we  shall  keep.     But  being  charg'd  was  a. 
phrase  of  that  time,  equivalent  to  unlets  tve  6c.— Waaburton. 
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I  shall  discover  all :  I'll  bring  thee  word 

Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exit. 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

In  Cleopatra's  sails  their  nests  :  the  augurers 
Say,  they  knaw  not, — they  cannot  tell : — look  grimly. 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant,  and  dejected  ;  and,  by  starts. 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
Of  what  he  has,  and  has  not. 

Alarum  afar  off ,  as  at  a  Sea-fight, 
Reenter  Antony. 

Jnt.  All  is  lost ; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betrayed  me  : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe  ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  lost. — ^Triple-turn'd  whore  i'  'tis  thou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice  :  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
I  have  done  all : — Bid  them  all  fly,  be  gone. 

[Exit  SCARUS. 
O  sun,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here  ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands. — ^All  come  to  this  ? — the  hearts 
That  spaniel'd  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  clo  discandy,  melt  their  sweets. 
On  blossoming  Caesar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd. 
That  overtopp'd  them  all.     Betray'd  I  am : 
0  this  false  soul  of  Egypt !  this  grave  charm. 
Whose  eye  beck*d  forth  my  wars,  and  call'd  them  home. 
Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end,^ 
Like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose, 

* Tnpk'tum'd  where  /]  She  first  belonged  to  Julius  Cssar,  then  to  An- 
tony, loid  now,  as  he  supposes,  to  Augustus.  It  is  not  likely  that  in  xecollect- 
ing  her  turnings,  Antony  should  not  nave  that  in  contemplation  which  gave 
Mm  most  offence. — M.  Masoi^. 

b my  crownet f  my  chief  end y']  i.  e.  My  last  purpose,  probably  fromjinis  co- 

fonat  opus. — J  on  n  son  . 
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Beguird  me*  to  the  Tcry  heart  of  loss."^— 
What,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Enter  Cleopatba. 

Ah,  thou  spell !  Ayaunt. 

Cko,  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love  ? 

Ant.  Vanish ;  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving. 
And  blemish  Cassar's  triumph.    Let  him  take  thee. 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians  : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex  ;  most  monster-likei  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  to  dolts  ;*  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.   [ExiV  Cleo.]   Tis  well  thou'rt 
If  it  be  well  to  live  :  But  better  'twere  [gone, 

Thou  feirst  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho ! — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  boms  o'the  moon ;' 
And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'd  the  heaviest  club. 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.    The  witch  shall  die ; 
To  the  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  plot ;  she  dies  for't. — Eros,  ho !  [ExU. 

<=  Like  a  r^ht  g}p*y,  hath,  at  fast  and  lonUt 
BeguiCd  me,  &c.]  There  i§  a  kind  of  pun  in  tlus  paMage,  ariaing  finom  the 
corruption  of  the  word  JEgyptian  into  gipsy.  The  old  law-lx>oks  term  such  per- 
sons as  ramble  about  the  country,  and  pretend  skill  in  pahnistiy  and  fortno*- 
telling,  JEgyptianSn  Fast  and  loose  is  a  term  to  signify  a  cheating  game,  of  wUck 
the  following  is  a  description.  A  leathern  belt  is  made  up  into  a  number  of  in- 
tricate folds,  and  placed  edgewise  upon  a  table.  One  of  the  f«Ids  is  made  to 
resemble  the  middle  of  the  girdle,  so  that  whoever  should  thrust  a  skewer  inlo 
it  would  think  he  held  it  fast  to  the  table ;  whereas,  when  lie  has  so  dona,  the 
person  with  whom  he  plays  may  take  hold  of  both  ends,  and  draw  it  wsm. 
This  trick  is  now  known  to  the  common  people,  by  the  name -of  prieking  ai  tat 
belt  or  girdle,  and  perhaps  was  practised  by  the  gypsies  in  the  time  of  Shak- 
speare.---SiR  J.  Hawkiks. 

^  — « (0  the  very  heart  cfloss.]  To  the  utmost  loes  possible.-^OBMtON. 

*  — ^  matt  monster-Uke,  be  shown 
Far  poorest  diminutives,  to  dolts ;]  i.  e.  Shown  as  monster's  are,  not  ooHjfor  ike 
smallest  piece  of  money,  but  to  the  most  stupid  and  vulgar  spectators, — TrawniTT. 

'  Ldt  me  lodge  Lichas  on  the  horns  o^the  moon ;]  This  image  our  poet  may  hare 
taken  from  Golding's  version  of  Ovid's  ill«(anu»7>^as0i.— Stebvbms. 
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SCENE  XI. 

Alexandria.    A  Roam  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women  !  O,  he  is  more  mad 
Than  Telamon  for  his  shield  ;*  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  embossM.^ 

Char,  To  the  monument ; . 

There  lock  yourself,  and  send  him  word  you  are  dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument : — 

Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  i  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'ythee,  piteously  :  Hence, 
Mardian ;  and  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death. — 
To  the  monument.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  XII. 

The  same.     Another  Room, 

Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me  ? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Ani.  Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dragonish  : 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  towered  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  Thou  hast  seen  these  signs ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ant.  That,  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought, 

f  Than  Telamon  far  hi$  thkld :]  i.  e.  Than  Ajax  Ttlamon  ibr  tlie  armour  of 
AekiUett  the  most  valuable  part  of  which  was  itke  shield.  The  boar  of  Thessaly 
WIS  the  boar  killed  by  Meleagar, — Stebvens. 

h  embossed.]  A  hunting  tenn ;  when  a  deer  is  hard  rua»  and  foams  at  the 

mouth,  he  is  said  to  be  imbost. — Hanmer. 
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The  rack  dislimns  ;*  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  does^  my  lord. 

jint.  My  good  knave^J  Eros^  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body  :  here  I  am  Antony ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egypt ;  and  the  queen^ — 
Whose  heart,  I  thought,  I  had,  for  she  had  mine ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annexM  unto't 
A  million  more,  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
PackM  cards  with  Ceesar,  and  false  play'd  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros  ;  there  is  left  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — O,  thy  vile  lady ! 

Enter  Mardian. 

She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  No,  Antony ; 

My  mistress  lov'd  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

Ant.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch ;  peace ; 

She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once ; 
And  that  she  has  discharg*d  :  What  thou  would'st  do. 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand ;  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  Antony !  most  noble  Antony ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips ;  ^he  render'd  life. 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Eros,  unarm  ;  the  long  day's  task  is  done« 
And  we  must  sleep : — That  thou  depart'st  hence  safe. 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  Go. — Off,  pluck  off; — 

[Exit  M4RDIAN. 
The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 

1  The  rack  dUUrnnt ;]  i.  e.  The  fleeting  away  of  the  cloada  destroyt  the  pic* 
ture. — Stiitbhs.  • 

i knavit]  i.  e.  Strvam. 
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The  battery  from  my  heart.     O^  cleave,  my  sides ! 
Heart,  once  I^  stronger  than  thy  continent.^ 
Crack  thy  frail  case  ! — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier : — Bruised  pieces,  go ; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — From  me  awhile. 

[Ent  Eros. 
I  will  overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture :— ;-Since  the  torch  is  out, 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  further :  Now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itself  with  strength :  Seal  then,  and  all  is  done.* — 
Eros ! — I  come,  my  queen : — Eros ! — Stay  for  me : 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand. 
And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts  gaze  : 
Dido  and  her  iBneas  shall  want  troops. 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord  ? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest  my  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Quartered  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself,  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman ;  less  noble  mind"" 
Than  she,  which,  by  her  death,  our  Caesar  tells, 
I  am  conqueror  of  myself.    Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come,  (which  now 
Is  come,  indeed,)  when  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prgsecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror  that,  on  my  command. 
Thou  then  would'st  kill  me :  do't ;  the  time  is  come : 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Ceesar  thou  defeat'st. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Eros.       \  The  gods  withhold  me ! 

k thy  continent,']  i.  e.  The  thing  that  contains  thee. — Steetbms. 

>  ^ Seat  then,  and  all  it  done.]  Metaphor  taken  from  civil  contracts,  where, 

when  all  is  agreed  on,  the  sealing  compleats  the  contract ;  so  he  hath  deter- 
mined to  die,  and  nothing  remained  but  to  give  the  stroke. — Warburton. 

■     ,    ■  Ut$  ncble  mind — ]  Surely  we  should  read  leu  ntMe  minded* 

VOL.  VI).  N 
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Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts. 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not? 

Ant.  Eros, 

Would'st  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,*'  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,**  his  face  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame ;  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Of  fortunate  Ceesar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensued  ?p 

Eros.  I  would  not  see't. 

Ant.  Come  then ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be  cur'd. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  useful  for  thy  country. 

Uros.  O,  sir,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  swor'st  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee  ?  Do  it  at  once ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurposed.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance. 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world''  lies. 

Ant.  Lo  thee  !  [Turning  from  him. 

Eros.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

Ant.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros.  My  dear  master. 

My  captain,  and  my  emperor !  let  me  say. 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewell. 

Ant.  Tis  said,  man ; — and  farewdl. 

Eros.  Farewell,  great  chief.     Shall  I  strike  now ; 

Ant.  Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,  there  then : —  [Falb  on  his  Sword. 

Thus  do  I  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [Dies. 

Ant.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself! 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 

B pUach'd  armsil  Anns  folded  in  each  other. — Johnion. 

o eorrigibU — ]  for  earrected,  and  afterwardB  penetrative  tor  penetrating. — 

STEfiVBNt. 

P  Hi$  baetnut  that  enmedf]  Tho  poor  conquered  wretch  that  foUowed. — 

JoHHtow. 
f  — .  ihswtrMtp — ]  i.  e.  7^  dignUy,  the  authority, — Johnson. 
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I  ahould,  and  thou  could 'st  not.    My  queen  and  Eros 

Have,  by  their  brave  instruction,  got  upon  me 

A  nobleness  in  record :  But  I  will  be 

A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 

As  to  a  lover^s  bed.    Come  then ;  and,  Eros^ 

Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar ;  to  do  thus 

[FalUHg  on  his  SfconL 
I  leam*d  of  thee.     How !  not  yet  dead  ?  not  dead  1 — 
The  gua^d ! — ho ! — O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Dercetas  and  Gqard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noise  ? 
Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends ;  O,  make  an  end 

Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard,  The  star  is  fallen. 
1  Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

AU.  Alas,  and  woe ! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me,  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  L 

2  Guard.  Nor  I. 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt  Guard. 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  fly. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Caesar,  with  this  tidings, 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diombdes. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony  ? 

Der.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

Dio.  Lives  he  ? 

Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man ?  lExii  Dercetas. 

Ant.  Art  thou  there,  Diomed  ?  Draw  thy  sword,  and 
give  me 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord,      ^ 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 

Ant.  When  did  she  send  thee  ? 

Dio.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  she  ? 

N  2 


180  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 

Dh.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.  She  had  a  prophesying 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass :  for  when  she  saw  '        [fear 
(Which  never  shall  be  found,)  you  did  suspect 
She  had  disposed  with  Ceesar/  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purged,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead ; 
But,  fearing  since  how  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  proclaim  the  truth ;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.  Too  late,  good  Diomed : — Call  my  guard,  I  pr'y- 
-  thee. 

Dio.  What,  ho !  the  emperor's  guard  !  The  guard,  what. 
Come,  your  lord  calls.  .     [ho ! 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides  ; 
Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

1  Guard.  Woe,  woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

AH.  Most  heavy  day ! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  pleipe  sharp  fate 
To  grace  it  with  your  sorrows :  bid  that  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.    Take  me  up  : 
I  have  led  you  oft ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all.     [Exeunt,  bearing  Antony. 

SCENE  XIII. 

The  same.     A  Monument. 
Enter  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  Madam. 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not : 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome. 
But  comforts  we  despise ;  our  size  of  sorrow. 
Proportioned  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

I  _.  diipoted  wUk^]  i.  e.  Had  mad$  Utvm  witK — Stbbtbks. 
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'  Enter  Diomedes. 

As  that  which  makes  it. — How  now  ?  is  he  dead  ? 

Dto.  His  death's  upon  him»  but  not  dead* 
Look  out  o'the  other  side  your  monument. 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cko.  O  thou  sun. 

Burn  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in !— darkling'  stand 
The  varying  shore  o'the  world  !  O  Antony,  Antony,  An- 
tony, 
Help;  Charmian,  help,  Iras  help :  help,  friends  below ! 
Let's  draw  him  hither. 

Ant*   *  Peace: 

Not  Ceesar's  valour  hath  overthrown  Antony^ 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cleo,  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony ;  but  woe  'tis  so ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying ;  only 
I  here  imp6rtTlne'  death  a  while,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. — 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  dear, 

(Dear  my  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not. 
Lest  I  be  taken :  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  foil  fortun'd  Caesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me  ;"*  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents,  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe : 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 
And  still  conclusion/  shall  acquire  no  honour     \ 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come^  Antony, — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up ; — 
Assist,  good  friends. 

* darhUne  stand 

The  varying  Own  cfOu  vaotld!}  She  desires  the  son  to  bum  his  own  orb,  the 
vehicle  of  Ught,  aad  then  the  earth  will  be  darkling,  i.  e.  without  light. — John- 
son and  Steetkns. 

^importune — "]  i.  e.  Solicit  to  delay. — ^Johnson. 

« brooeh*d — ]  i.  e.  Adom*d,  A  brooch  was  an  ornament  formerly  worn  in 

the  hat. — Steevens. 

▼  — ^  still  conclusian,]  i.  e.  Sedate  determinaiwn* — 3oiiH«o«% 
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Ant.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cleo.  Here's  sport,  indeed  l^ — How  heavy  weighs  my 
lord ! 
Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness/ 
That  makes  the  weight :  Had  I  great  Juno's  power. 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up. 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools ; — O,  come,  come,  come ; 

[They  draw  Antony  tip. 
And  welcome,  welcome !  die,  where  thou  hast  liv'd ; 
Quicken 7  with  kissing,  had  my  lips  that  power. 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 

All,  A  heavy  sight ! 

Ant.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying : 
Give  me  some  wine,"  and  let  me  speak  a  little.    • 

Cleo.  No,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high, 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Provok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  sweet  queen : 

Of  Ceesar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safety. — O  ! 

Cleo^  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant.  Gentle,  hear  roe  : 

None  about  Ceesar  trust,  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  My  resolution,  and  my  hands,  I'll  trust ; 
None  about  Caesar. 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end. 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at :  but  please  your  thoughts. 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o'the  world. 
The  noblest :  and  do  now  not  basely  die. 
Nor  cowardly ;  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.     Now,  my  spirit  is  going ; 
I  can  no  more.  [Diei. 

CUo.  Noblest  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 

V  ffirri'i  ipert  indeed  f\  Cleopatra,  perhaps,  by  '^is  affected  lerity,  this  phiaae 
which  hai  no  determmed  lignification,  only  wuhei  to  inspire  Antony  iniih 
cheerluhiess,  and  encourage  those  who  are  engaged  in  the  melancholy  task  of 
drawing  him  up  into  the  monument. — Stebvins. 

* ^vtnesj  Here  used  equivocally  for  sorrow  and  laeighi. — Malons. 

7  Quicken — ]  i.  e.  Kmitw. 

>  Give  me  tome  wiiw,]  This  ciraunitaaoe  If  fhun  Flutaich. 
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Hast  thou  no  care  of  me  ?  shall  I  abide 

In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 

No  better  than  a  stye  ? — O,  see,  my  women. 

The  crown  o'the  earth  doth  me^ : — My  lord  ! — 

O,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war. 

The  soldier's  pole*  is  fallen ;  young  boys,  and  girls. 

Are  level  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone. 

And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 

Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  [She  faints. 

Char,  O,  qufetness,  lady ! 

Iras.  She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 

Char.  Lady> — 

Iras.  Madam, — 

Char.  O  madam,  madam,  madam ! 

Iras.  Royal  Egypt ! 

Empress ! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 

Cleo.  No  more,  but  e'en  a  woman ;  and  commanded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks. 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.^ — It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  scepter  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs. 
Till  they  had  stolen  our  jewel.     All's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish ;  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad  :  Then  is  it  sin. 
To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death. 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us? — How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what  ?  good  cheer !  Why,  how  now,  Charmian  ? 
My  noble  girls ! — ^Ah,  women,  women  !  look. 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out: — Good  sirs,  take  heart : — 

[To  the  Guard  below. 
We'll  bury  him :  and  then,  what's  brave,  what's  noble. 
Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion. 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us.     Come,  away : 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women !  come  ;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt:  those  above  bearing  o^  Antony's  Body. 

*  The  ioldier's  poU — ]  He  at  whom  tbe  soldiers  pointed,  as  at  a  pageant  held 
hidi  for  observation. — Johnson. 

*  —  chares.']  i.  e.  Tatk-work.    Hente  our  term  cAarc-uwnan.— SxBSVEys. 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — Ceesar's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cjesar,  Agrippa,  DoLASELLAr  Mecjenas, 
Gallus,  Proculeius,  and  others. 

Cos.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella»  bid  bim  yield ; 
Being  so  frustrate/  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. 

DoL  Ceesar,  I  shall.  [Exit  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dbrcetas,  with  the  Sword  q/*  Antony. 

Citi.  Wherefore  is  that?  and  what  art  thou,  that  dar'st 
Appear  thus  to  us  ?  ^ 

Der.  I  am  call'd  Dercetas ; 

Mark  Antony  I  serv'd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up,  and  spoke. 
He  was  my  master ;  and  I  wore  my  life. 
To  spend  upon  his  haters :  If  thou  please 
To  take  tne  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
ni  be  to  Ceesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Cos.  What  is't  thou  say'sl  ? 

Der.  I  say,  O  Ceesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

Cos.  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack :  The  round  world  should  have  shook 
lions  into  civil  streets. 

And  citizens  to  their  dens : — ^TKe  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  single  doom;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  isdead,  CsBsar; 

Not  by  a  publick  minister  of  justice. 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand. 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did. 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart. — ^This  is  his  sword, 

c  JnutraU,"] — fatfnalmted,  wai  the  language  of  Shakspeare's  time. 

* thu  to  utfj  i.  e.  With  a  drawn  and  bloody  sword  in  thy  hand.--' 

STMMrMJft0 
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ft  I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  stain'd 

With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Cos.  Look  yoa  sad,  friends  ? 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings.' 

jigr.  And  strange  it  is. 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 

Waged  equal  with  him.' 

-rfgr.  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
■■  Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Caesar  is  touch'd. 

Mec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  before  him. 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Cos.  O  Antony ! 

I  have  followed  thee  to  this; — But  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies  :<  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day. 
Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  Butyet  let  me  lament. 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts. 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
t  In  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire. 

Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war. 

The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 

Where  mine  his  ^  thoughts  did  kindle, — that  our  stars 

Unreconciliable,  should  divide 

Our  equalness  to  this.' — Hear  me,  good  friends, — 

But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season ; 

•  but  it  it  a  tidingt 

To  wath  the  eyes  rfkingt,J  That  is,  May  the  godt  rdmke  me,  if  this  be  nc 
tidtitfY  to  make  kingi  weep.     6ut  for  if  not. — Johnson. 
'  Waged  equal  vfith  him.']  i.  e.  Oppoted  at  equal  ttake$  in  a  wa^sr.— Nabes. 

f But  we  do  lanee 

Diteatet  in  our  bodies :]  When  we  have  j^iy  bodily  complaint,  that  is  am 
ble  by  scarifying,  we  use  the  lancet ;  and  if  we  neglect  to  do  so,  we  are  d< 
stroved  by  it.  Antony  was  to  me  a  disease ;  and  by  his  being  cut  off,  I  ai 
made  whole.    We  could  not  both  have  lived  in  the  world  together. — Ma  lowi 

^ hit — ]  Here  used  for  its. 

Our  equabtett  to  thit,"]  That  is,  thould  have  made  ut,  in  our  equality  of  fortune 
disagree  to  a  pitch  like  this,  that  one  of  us  must  die. — ^Johnson. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

The  ^business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him. 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says.— ^Whence  are  you  ? 

Mess.  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.^    The  queen  my  mistress. 
Confined  in  all  she  has^  her  monument. 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction ; 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she's  forced  to. 

Cos.  Bid  her  have  good  heart. 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours. 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her :  for  Ceesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !  [Exit. 

Cos.  Come  hither^  Proculeius :  Go,  and  say. 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  comforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require  ; 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph :  Go, 
And,  with  your  speediest,  bring  us  what  she  says. 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Pro.  Ceesar,  1  shall.       [Exit  Procu  leius. 

Cos.  Gallus,  go  you  along. — ^Where's  Dolabella, 
To  second  Proculeius?  [Exit  Gallus. 

jigr.  Mec.        •  Dolabella! 

Cits.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employed ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings :  Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [ExewU. 

^  A  poor  Egyptian  tfet,"]  That  is,  Yet  a  $ervant  tf  the  fueeii  of  Sgyptj  though 
soon  to  become  a  subject  of  Rome. — Jounson. 
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SCENE  II. 

Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Monument* 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Csesar ; 
Not  being  fortune,  he's  but  fortune's  knave,^ 
A  minister  of  her  will;  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents,  and  bolts  up  change ; 
Which  sleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dung. 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's."* 

Enter,  to  the  Gates  of  the  Monument, 'PRocvhEiva,    ■, 

Gallus,  and  Soldiers. 

Pro.  Ceesar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of  Egypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
•Thoti  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  [trt^Atn.]  What's  thy  name? 

Pro,  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  [within.}  Antony 

Did  tell  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived. 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  master 
Would  have  a  queeil  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him, 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  son. 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

* fortune* s  Xcnave,]  i.  e.  Servant  tf fortune. 

^ And  it  is  great,  &c.]  The  difficulty  of  the  passage,  if  any  difficulty 

there  be,  arises  only  from  this,  that  the  act  of  suicide,  and  the  state  which  is 
the  effect  of  suicide,  are  confounded.  Voluntary  death,  says  she,  is  an  act 
wkieh  boUs  up  change ;  it  produces  a  state, 

Which  sCtepSy  and  never  palatts  more  the  dung, 
ITie  beggar* s  nurse  and  Cietar's. 
Which  has  no  longer  need  of  the  gross  and  terrene  sustenance,  in  the  use  of 
which  Csesar  and  the  beggar  are  on  a  level. 

The  speech  is  abrupt,  but  perturbation  in  such  a  state  is  tux«l)  iiaXMtaJL« — 
JoBffsoy. 
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Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer ; 

Toa  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothing : 
Make  your  foil  reference  freely  to  my  lord. 
Who  is  so  fnll  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need :  Let  me  report  to  him 
Yonr  sweet  dependancy  :  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror,  that  will  pray  in  aid*'  for  kindness. 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

CVfo.  [witkim.]  Pray  you,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got/    I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience ;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'the  fitce. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort ;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus'd  it. 

Gal.  You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  sorpriz'd  ; 

[Bert  Proculeius,  and  tmo  of  the  Guard,  ascend  the 
Monument  by  a  Ladder  placed  against  a  Window, 
and  having  descended,  come  behind  Cleopatra. 
Some  of  the  Guard  unbar  and  open  the  Gaics.^ 
Guard  her  till  Csesar  come. 

[To  Proculeius  and  the  Guard.     Exit  Gallus. 

Iras.  Royal  queen ! 

Char.  O  Cleopatra !  thou  art  taken,  queen ! — 

Cieo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands.    [Drawing  a  Dagger. 

P«^*  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold : 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Relieved,  but  not  betray'd. 

C/«>-  What,  of  death  too 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  ? 

P^-  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master^s  bounty,  by 

.   *» — 7"  T^  "!.?*^~1  "^"^^  *»  *  *Mm  QMd  fcr  a  pedtioa  made  in  a  court  ol 
l«Mic«  Ktt  tiM  caUiag  in  of  Mp  frtn  aMdMr  that  hath 
ia  quMtioa. — II  a  km  ma. 


"^  TU  grmimm  k^  km$  i^,]  i,  e.  Htr  crvmm  wkkk  k€  has  worn.  I  iappoM  that 
^h«i  ih^  uroaooMa  thcae  wtinU.  the  dalivm  to  Proculeiiia  either  Woova 
or  eoaM  othw  «att«a  of  royalty.— Mi,  Masov. 

'inia  ttaga  directioa  it  fouad  ia  the  old  traaalatka  of  Phtarrhi— 
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The  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death? 

Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars  !^  . 

Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady ! 

Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  111  not  drink,  sir ; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  necessary,' 
rU  not  sleep  neither :  This  mortal  house  Pll  ruin. 
Do  Ceesar  what  he  can.     Know,  sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  master's  court ; 
Nor  once  he  ch&stis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  me  up. 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletry 
Of  censuring  Rome  ?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  to  me !  rather  on  Nilus'  mud 
Lay  me  stark  naked,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet. 
And  liang  me  up  in  chains ! 

Pro.  You  do 'Extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  in  Ceesar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

DoL  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows. 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee :  as  for  the  queen, 
111  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best:  be  gentle  to  her. — 
To  Caesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please, 

[To  Cleopatra. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

4  Worth  many  babet  and  begganf]  Why,  death,  wilt  tEoa  not  rather  seize  a 
<jQeen,  than  employ  thy  force  upon  babe»  and  beggan? — Johnson. 

'  IfidU  talk  will  onett  &c.]  i.e.  If  it  mil  be  niBcenary  now  for  onu  to  waste  a 
moment  in  idle  talk  of  my  purpose,  I  will  not  tleep  neither.  In  common  con- 
▼enation  we  often  use  wiU  be,  with  as  little  relation  to  fiitarity.  As,  "  Now  I 
am  going,  it  will  be  fit  for  me  to  dine  first."— Johnson. 
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Cleo.  Say,  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Procul^ius,  and  Soldiers. 

Dol.  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me  ? 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

Doh  Assuredly,  yoa  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  have  heard,  or  known* 
You  laugh,  when  boys,  or  women,  tell  their  dreams ; 
Is't  not  your  trick? 

DoL  I  understand  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  I  dream'd,  there  was  an  emperor  Antony ; — 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man ! 

DoL  If  it  might  please  you, — 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein  stuck 
A  sun,  and  moon ;  which  kept  their  course,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

Dol.  Most  sovereign  t^reature, — 

Cleo.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean  :  his  rear'd  arm 
Crested  the  world:'  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends ; 
But  whea  he  meant  to  quail  ^  and  shake  the  orb> 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.    For  his  bounty. 
There  was  no  winter  in*t;  an  autumn  'twas. 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  His  delights 
Were  dolphin-like ;  they  show'd  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in  :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd  crowns,  and  crownets ;  realms  and  islands  were 
As  plates^  dropp'd  from  his  pocket. 

Dol.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be,  such  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

DoL  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such. 
It's  past  the  size  of  dreaming :  Nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie''  strange  forms  with  fancy ;  yet,  to  imagine 

•  ._  lut  rtau'd  arm 
CretUd  the  world :]  Alluding  to  some  of  the  old  crests  in  heraldry,  where  n 
Tftised  arm  on  a  wreath  was  moonted  on  the  helmet.<.-PsBCY. 
t  -._  ^uaii—*]  i.  e.  Overpowtr  or  mttmuiafe. — Narbs. 

■ plata — ]  i.  e.  Piecn  tf  iiiwr  numsy. — St  bbvbnb. 

▼  To  tu — "]  A  term  in  the  cid  game  of  gleek,  for  to  wager  the  goodaese  of 
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An  Antony^  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy. 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  madam : 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As.  answering  to  the  weight :  'Would  I  might  never 
Overtake  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel. 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
My  very  heart  at  root.. 

Cleo,  1  thank  you,  sir. 

Know  you,  what  Caesar  means  to  do  with  me  ? 

DoL  I  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo*  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumph  ? 

DoL  Madam,  he  will ; 

I  know  it. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Caesar. 

Enter  Cjesar,  Gallus,  Proculeius,  Mecjenas, 

Seleucus,  and  Attendants. 

Cizs.  ^    Which  is  the  queen 

OfEgypt? 

DoL  Tis  the  emperor,  madam. 

[Cleopatra  kneels. 

C{ES.  Arise, 

You  shall  not  kneel : 

I  pray  you,  rise ;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus  ;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

Cos.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  : 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us. 
Though  written' in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  things  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo.  Sole  sir  o'the  world, 

I  carmot  project  mine  own  cause^  so  well 

one  hand  at  cards  against  another.   The  game  of  gleek,  seems  to  have  resem- 
bled the  present  game  of  brag.  .  See  Gifpobd's  Ben  Jomon,  vol.  i.  p.  106. 

^  I  cannot  prirject  mine  own  caute — ]  i.  e.  /  cannot  npmtnt  my  own  cause  w 
Vfell  Of  to  miike  it  clear. 
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To  make  it  clear;  but  do  confe&s^  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  shamed  our  sex. 

Ca$.  Cleopatra,  know. 

We  will  extenuate  rather  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 
(Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle),  you  shall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking 
Antony's  course,  you  shall  bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To  that  destruction  which  I'll  guard  them  from. 
If  thereon  you  rely.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Cho.  And  may,  through  all  the  world  :  'tis  yours ;  and 
Your  'scutcheons,  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall  [we 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.    Here,  my  good  lord. 

Ca$.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

Cho.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valued  \ 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — Where's  Seleucus  ? 

SeU  Here,  madam. 

CUo.  This  is  my  treasurer ;  let  him  speak,  my  lord. 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserved 
To  myself  nothing.    Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

SeL  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seel"^  my  Ifps,  than,  to  my  peril. 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo,  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

StU  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made  known. 
'  C<».,  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

CUo.  See,  Ceesar !  O,  behold. 

How  pomp  is  follow'd  !  mine  will  now  be  yours ; 
And,  should  we  shift  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild  :  O  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hir'd  ! — ^What,  goest  thou  back  ?  thou 
shalt 

* uttl  my  lifUt]  i*  e.  Close  ap  my  lips  as  effectually  as  the  eyet  of  akawk 

aie  cloted.    To  9e$l  hawks  was  the  technical  term. — St bi yens. 
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Oo  backy  r  warrant  thee*;  but  Pll  catch  thine  eyes. 
Though  they  had  wings :  Slave,  souMess  villain,  dog ! 
O  rarely  base  U 

Cos.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo,  O  Csesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this ; 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me. 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces'  by 
Addition  of  his  envy !  Say,  good  Ceesar, 
Thai  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reservM, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  modem*  friends  withal ;  and  say. 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
For  Livia,  and  Octavia,  to  induce 
Their  mediation ;  must  I  be  unfolded 
With''  one  that  I  have  bred  ?  The  gods !  It  smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Pr'y thee,  go  hence ; 

[2'o  Seleucus. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 
Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance  :^ — ^Wert  thou  a  man. 
Thou  would'st  have  mercy  on  me. 

C^ts.  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[Exit  Seleucus. 

Cleo,   Be  it  known,  that  we,  the   greatest  are  mis- 
For  things  that  others  do  ;  and,  when  we  fall,     [thought 
We  answer  others'  merits^  in  our  name. 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cos.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reserved,  nor  what  acknowledg'd. 
Put  we  i'the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be  it  yours. 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe, 

f  0  ranly  bas4 !]  i.  e.  Base  in  an  uncommon  degree. — Steevins. 

>  Parcel  the  turn  of  my  disgraces — "]  The  meaning  either  is,  "  that  thii  fellow 
■bonld  add  one  more  parcel  or  item  to  the  sum  of  my  disgraces,  namely » his  own 
malice ;"  or»  "  that  his  fellow  should  tot  up  the  sum  of  my  disgraces,  and  add 
Ml  own  malice  to  the  account." — Ma  lone. 

s modem — ]  i.  e.  Common,  ordinary,  trivial, 

k  TfitA— ]  Here  used  for  by, 

c  Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance:'}  Or,  fortune.  The  meaning  is,  Begone,  or 
I  shall  exert  that  royal  spirit  which  I  had  in  my  prosperity,  in  spite  of  the  im- 
Iwdlity  of  my  present  weak  condition. — Warburton. 

4 merits — ]  i.  e.  Deserts,  here  used  in  a  bad  sense. 

VOL.  VII.  O 
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Cffisar's  no  merchanty  to  make  prize  with  you 

Of  things  that  merchants  sold.    Therefore  be  cheered ; 

Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons  :*  no,  dear  queen ; 

For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as 

Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel.    Feed,  and  sleep : 

Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you. 

That  we  remain  your  friend ;  And  so  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  master,  and  my  lord ! 

Cos.  Not  so :  Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Cjbsar,  and  his  IVam. 

Clco.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should  not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee,  Charmian. 

[Whispers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady ;  the  bright  day  h  done. 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again : 

I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided ; 
Go,  put  it  to  the  haste. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Behold^  sir.  [Exit  Charmian. 

Cleo.  Dolabella? 

Dol.  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command. 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Caesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey;  and,  within  three  days. 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this :  I  have  perform^ 
Your  pleasure,  and  my  promise. 

Cleo.  Dolabella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

DoL  I  your  servant 

Adieu,  good  queen ;  I  must  attend  on  Ceesar. 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.  [Exit  Dol.]  Now,  Iras, 
what  think'st  thou? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 

*  Make  mi  your  thoufhti  ycur  fruom :]  i.  e.  Bt  imI  «  ffHttmtr  m 
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In  Rome^  as  well  as  I ;  mechaDick  slaves 
With  greasy  aprons,  ruleB,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view ;  in^eir  thick  breaths. 
Rank  of  gross  diet,  shaft  we  be  enclouded. 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  gods  forbid ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'ti^  most  certain,  Iras :  Saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets ;  and  scald  ^  rhymers 
Ballad  us  out  o'tune:  the  quick '  comedians 
Eztemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels ;  Antony 
Shidl  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness'' 
r  the  posture  of  a  whore. 

Iras.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cho.  Nay ,^  that  is  certain. 

Iras.  I'll  never  see  it ;  for,  I  am  sure,  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

Cko.  Why,  that's  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 

most  absurd  intents.-^Now,  Charmian  ? — 


lEnter  Charmian. 

Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen ; — Go,  fetch 

My  best  attires : — I  am  again  for  Cydnus, 

To  meet  Mark  Antony: — Sirrah/ Iras,  go. — 

Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed : 

And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,^  I'll  give  thee  leave 

To  play  till  dooms-day. — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 

Wherefore's  this  noise  ?         [Exit  Iras.    A  noise  within. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard. 

Guard,  Here  is  a  rural  fellow. 

That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence ; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cko.  Let  him  come  in.     How  poor  an  instrument 

[Exit  Guard. 

r  »_  teald — 1  i.  e.  Mean,  thabby,  disgusting, — Naris. 

f qukk--]  i.  e.  Lioely,  inventivt,  quicl^witted. 

^ 0^  my  greatneu — ]  The  parts  of  women  were  acted  on  the  stage  by 

boyi. — ^Hanmer. 

( ehareil  i.  e.  Ta$k:  the  word  has  also  occurred  in  act  ir, 

o  2 
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May  do  a  noble  dee<I.'  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  resolution's  plac*d«  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me  :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant :  now  the  fleeting^  moon 
No  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard,  toith  a  Clown  bringing  a  Basket. 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [£xt^  Guards 

Hast  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  ^  there. 
That  kills  and  pains  not  2 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him ;  but  I  would  not  be  the  partjT 
'  that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  im- 
mortal ;  those,  that  do  die  of  it,  do  seldom  or  never  recoven 

Cleo.  Remember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on't? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I  heard  of 
one  of  them  no  longer  thaa  yesterday:  a  very  honest 
woman,  but  something  given  to  lie ;  as  a  woman  should 
not  do,  but  in  the  way  of  honesty :  how  she  died  of  the 
biting  of  it,  what  pain  she  fek, — Truly,  she  makes  a  very 
good  report  o'the  worm  :  But  he  that  will  believe  all  that 
they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do ;  But 
this  is  most  fallible,  the  worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell. 

Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Farewell.  [Clown  sets  down  the  Basket. 

*  Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worm 
will  do  his  kind." 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted,  but  in 
the  keeping  of  wise  people :  for,  indeed,  there  is  no  good- 
ness in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good  :  give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it 
is  nut  worth  the  feeding. 

k JUtting — ]  i.  e.  Inconstant. 

' tht  pretty  loorm  ofNUut — ]  Worm  is  the  Teatonick  word  for  terpent; 

we  baTe  tho  blind-uorm  and  $U»0'Uform  still  in  our  language,  and  the  Norwegians 
caU  an  enonnous  monster,  seen  sometimes  in  the  norUiem  ocean,  the  am- 
wvrmk^-JoBWsoif . 

■  — »  wiU  do  his  kuuL]  The  serpent  will  act  accoiding  to  his  natope^— 

JOHNSUV. 
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Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me  ? 

Clowtu  You  must  not  thiok  I  am  so  simple,  but  I  Juiow 
the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know,  that  a 
woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her  not. 
But,  truly,  these  same  whoreson  devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  women ;  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make,  the 
devils  mar  five. 

Cko.  Well,  get  thee  gone ;  farewell. 

Clown.  Yes,  forsooth  ;  I  wish  you  joy  of  the  worm. 

[Exit. 

Re-enter  Iras,  with  a  Robe,  Crown,  &c. 

Cleo.  tjive  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  1  have 
Immortal  longings  in  me :  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip: — 
Tare,  yare,^  good  Iras;  quick. — Methinks^  I  hear 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Ceesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath  :  Husband,  I  come : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title! 
I  am  fire,  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life. — So, — liave  you  done? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian; — Iras,  long  farewell. 

[Kisses  them.     luAsfalk  atid  dies. 
Have  I  the  ftspick  in  my  lips  ?    Dost  fall  ?"* 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part. 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch, 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desir'd.     Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  ihou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain ;  that  I  may  say. 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep  ! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base  : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 

■  Yare,  yare,^  i.e.  Make  haste,  be  nimble. 

'  • DosifaUf'}  Iraa  must  be  supposed  to  have  applied  an  asp  to  her  aim 

while  her  mistress  was  settling  her  dress,  or  I  know  not  why  she  should  fall  so 
soon. — St  ee  vsns. 
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He'll  make  demand  of  her;  p  and  spend  ihatkissy 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.    Come,  mortal  wretch, 

[To  the  Asp,  which  she  applies  to  her  breast. 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  angry,  and  despatch.    O,  could'st  thou  speak ! 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Ceesar,  ass 
Unpolicied !  *» 

Char.  O  eastern  star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace ! 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast. 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 

Char.  O,  break  !  O,  break ! 

Cleo.  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle, — 
O  Antony ! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too  : — 

[Applying  another  Asp  to  her  0rm. 
What  should  I  stay —  [Falls  on  a  bed,  and  dies. 

Char.  In  this  wild  world  ? — So,  fare  thee  well. — 
Now  boast  thee,  death  !  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallerd. — Downy  windows^  close;' 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal !  Your  crown's  awry ; 
I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play.'    . 

Enter  the  Guard,  rudiing  in. 

1  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen? 

Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not. 

1  Guard.  Caesar  hath  sent — 

Char.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  the  Asp. 
O,  come ;  apace,  despatch :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

P  HtUl  mak§  demand  of  her;"]  He  will  inquire  of  her  concening  me,  and  ki« 
lier  for  giving  him  intelligence. — Johnson. 

Unpolieitd  /]  i.  e.  An  ass  without  more  policy  than  to  leave  the  meant  ol 
death  within  my  reach,  and  thereby  deprive  hi«  triomph  of  ita  nobleat  decora- 
tion.— Stiivins. 

r Downy  windowi,  elo$e;^  Charmian,  in  saying  this  must  be  conceivied 

to  close  Cleopatra's  eyes ;  one  <tt  the  first  ceremonies  j^prformed  towaida  a  dead 
body. — RiTsoN. 

• and  then  play.]  i.  e.  Play  her  part  in  this  tragick  scene  by  destroying 

herself:  or  she  may  mean,  that  having  oerformed  her  last  office  for  her  mia* 
tress,  she  will  accept  the  permission  given  her  before,  to  "  play  till  doomaday.'*-r 
Stbbvins. 
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1  Guard.  Approach,  ho !  AlFs  not  well :  Csesar's  be- 

guird. 

2  Guard.  There's  Dolabella  sent  from  CcBsar; — call  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  is  here  ? — Charmian,  is  this  well 

done? 
Char,  tt  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  princess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 
Ah,  soldier !  [Dies. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  ^    All  dead. 

Dol.  Cessar,  thy  thou^iis 

Touch  their  effects  in  this :  Thyself  art  coming 
To  see  perform'd  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  sought'st  to  hinder. 

Within.  A  way  there,  a  way  for  Cesar ! 

Enter  Cjbsar,  and  Attendants. 

Dol.  O,  sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 

Cos.  Bravest  at  tha  last : 

She  leyeird  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal, 
Took  her  own  way. — ^The  manner  of  their  deadis? 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

Dol.  Who  was  last  with  them? 

1  Guard.  A  simple  countryman,  that  brought  her  figs ; 
This  was  his  basket. 

Cos.  Poison'd  then. 

1  Guard.  O  Ceesar, 

This  Charmian  lived  but  now ;  she  stood,  and  spake : 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress ;  tremblingly  she  stood. 
And  on  the  sifdden  dropp'd. 

Cos.  O  noble  weakness  !-— 

If  they  had  swallowed  poison,  'twould  appear 
By  external  swelling :  but  she  looks  like  sleep. 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol.  Here,  on  her  breast. 
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There  is  a  vent  of  blood/ and  something  blown':* 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

.  1  Guard.  This  is  an  aspick's  trail :  and  these  fig-leaves 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspick  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Cos.  Most  probable. 

That  so  'she  died ;  for  her  physician  tells  me. 
She  hath  pursu'd  conclusions  infinite'' 
Of  easy  ways  to  die. — ^Take  up  her  bed  ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument : — 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony: 
No  grave  upon  the  earth' shall  clip"^  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.     High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them  ;  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory ,^  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  shall. 
In  solemn  show,  attend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  \^Exeunt^ 

*  something  blown:']  The  ileth  U  lomewhat  puffed  or  twoln, — Johnson. 

■  purtn'd  ameiutiant  infinite — ]  i.  e.  Tried  innumerakU  exptrimenii, 

^ clip — ]  i.  e.  Infold. 

^ their  Uorff  it 

No  leu  in  pity,  than  hit  glory,  &c.1  i.  e.  The  iiarrati?e  of  sach  OTents  de- 
mands not  less  compassion  for  the  sufferers,  than  gloiy  on  the  part  of  him  who 
hrouffht  on  their  sufferings. — Stestens. 

*  This  play  keeps  curiosity  always  busy ,  and  the  passions  always  interested. 
The  continual  hurry  of  the  action,  the  Tariety  of  incidents,  and  Uie  quick  sac- 
cession  of  one  personage  to  another,  call  the  mind  forward  without  inter- 
mission from  the  first  act  to  the  last.  But  the  power  of  delighting  is  deriyed  prin- 
cipally from  the  frequent  changes  of  the  scene ;  for,  except  the  feminine  arts* 
some  of  which  are  too  low,  which  distinguish  Cleopatra,  no  character  is  reiy 
stronely  discriminated.  Upton,  who  did  not  easily  miss  what  he  desired  to  find, 
has  cUscorered  that  the  language  of  Antony  is,  with  great  skill  and  learning, 
made  pompous  and  superb,  according  to  his  real  practice.  But  I  think  his 
diction  not  distinguishable  from  that  of  others  :  the  most  tumid  speech  in  the 
play  is  that  which  Caesar  makes^to  Octayia. 

The  erents,  of  which  the  principal  are  described  according  to  history,  are 
produced  without  any  ait  of  connexion  or  care  of  di8position.--^loHNioN. 
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Tbis  eiquinte  and  romantic  drama  was  not  entered  in  the  Stationers'  books, 
nor  printed,  till  1623.  It  was  probably  written  in  aboat  1609.  The  plot  is  in 
a  great  degree  taken  from  the  Ninth  Novel  of  the  Second  Daij  of  the'i^feiafiwrM 
of  BoccaciOf  of  which  a  deformed  and  intexpolated  translation  had  appeared' ko 
early  as  1518 ;  and  an  imitation,  in  an  old  story-book,  entitled  Wettwardfir 
Smelis,  was  printed  in  1603. 

Cymbeline,  the  king  from  whom  the  play  takes  its  title,  be^an  his  reign,  ac- 
cording to  Holinshed,  in  the  nineteenth  year  of  the  reign  of  Augostns  Cesat ; 
and  the  play  commences  in  or  about  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  Cymbeline's  reign, 
which  was  the  forty-second  year  of  the  reign  of  Augustus,  and  the  sixteenth  of 
the  Christian  aera ;  notwithstanding  which,  Shakspeare  has  peopled  Rome  with 
modem  Italians ;  Philario,  laehimo,  &c.  Cymbeline  is  said  to  have  reigned 
thirty-fire  years,  leaving  at  his  death  two  sons,  Guiderius  and  Anriragus. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Cymbeline,  king  o/*  Britain. 
Cloten,  son  to  the  queen  by  a  former  husband. 
Leonatus  Posthumus,  a  gentleman,  husband  to  Imogen. 
Bblaeius,  a  banished  lord,  disguised  under  the  name  of 

Morgan. 
^  r  sons  to  Cymbeline,  disguised  under  the  noma 

Guideeius,  ^     o/Polydore  and  Cadwal,  supposed  sons  to 
Abvieaous,^     Belarius. 
TfuihAUio, friend  ta  Posthumas,  iii  v 
Iacbiuo,  friend  to  VMwno,         $ 
A  French  gentleman,  friend  to  Philario. 
Caius  Lvcivs,  general  of  the  "Romnn  forces, 
A  Roman  Captain.    Two  British  Captains. 
FiSANio,  servant  to  Posthomus. 
Cornelius,  a  physician^ 
Two  Gentlemen. 
Two  Gaolers. 

Queen,  wife  to  Cymbeline. 

Imoobn,  daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  queen. 

Helen,  woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes,  Apparitions,  a 
Soothsayer,  a  Dutch  Gentleman,  a  Spanish  Gentleman, 
Muncuuu,  Officers,  Captains,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and 
other  Attendants. 

Scene,  sometimes  in  Britain ;  and  sometimes  in  Italy. 
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ACT  I. 


Scene  I.— Britain.     The  Garden  behind  Cymbeline's 

Palace* 

Enter  two  (Gentlemen. 

1  Gent,  jLov  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns :  our  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens,  than  our  courtiers; 

Still  seem,  as  does  the  king's/ 

2  Gent.  But  what's  the  matter  ? 

1  Gent,  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of  his  kingdom,  whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife's  sole  son,  (a  widow. 

That  late  he  married,)  hath  referred  herself 

Unto  a  poor,  but  worthy,  gentleman :  She's  wedded ; 

Her  husband  banish'd ;  she  imprison'd :  all 

Is  outward  sorrow ;  though,  I  think^  the  king 

Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent.  None  but  the  king  ? 

1  Gent.  He,  that  hath  lost  her,  too :  so  is  the  queen, 
That  most  desir'd  the  match :  But  not  a  courtier. 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  i^  not 
Olad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at.  4  • 

8  Gent.  And  why  so?  '^' 

*  You  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns:  our  bloods 

No  morf  obey  the  heavens,  &c.]  Blood  i«Jiere  used  for  ditpodtumi.    Thii  TMy 
dificnlt  paaaage  might  be  set  right  by  reading ; 

'     ■  than  our  eou/rUen^ 
Still  mem,  as  does  the  long 
That  thi«  passage  ia  comu>t, appears  evident  irom  the  coniosed  manner  in  which 
the  •Id  copv  hM  printed  it.    i^rchdeacon  Nares  says  in  his  Glossary,  *'  of  this 
my  difficult  passage  perhaps  the  more  intelligible  reading  is, 

-  "  You  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns :  our  oloods 
No  more  obey  the  heaTens ;  they  are  courtiers. 
Still  seem*  as  does  the  king's, 
i.  e.  Our  dispositions  no  longer  obey  the  influences  of  heaven ;  they  are  coor- 
tiers,  and  stUl  seem  to  resemble  the  disposition  the  king  is  in«" 
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1  Gent.  He  :that  hath  miss'd  the  princeBs,  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report :  and  he  that  hath  her, 

(I  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man  !-v 
And  therefore  banish'd)  is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.     I  do  not  think. 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  such  stuff  within. 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent.  You  speak  him  far. 

1  Gent.  I  do  extend  **  him,  sir,  within  himself; 
Crush  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 

His  measure  duly. 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name,  and  birth  ? 

1  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  tlis  fathet 
Was  caird  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour. 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan ; 
But  hitd  his  titles  by  Tenantius,*^  whom 
He  sery'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  success : 
So  gain'd  the  sur-addition,  Leonatus : 
And  bad,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question. 
Two  other  sons,  who,  in  the  wars  o'the  time. 
Died  with  their  swords  in  hand ;  for  which,  their  father 
(Then  old  and  fond  of  issue,)  took  such  sorrow. 
That  he  quit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady. 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  Was  born.     The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection ;  calls  him  Posthumus ; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes,  him  of  his  bed-chamber : 
Puts  him  to  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  fliake  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took, 


*  —  exUnd — "^  i.e.  Praiu, — N#iies. 

<^  T$nantius,'] — was  the  fattker  of  Cyiiibeline»  and  nephew  of  Cassibelan, 

being  the  younger  son  of  his  elder  brother  Lad/  king  of  the  southern  part  of 
Britain  \  on  whose  death  Cassibelan  was  admitted  king.  Cassibelan  repulsed 
the  Romans  on  their  first  attack,  but  being  vanquished  by  Julius  Ottar  on  Ids 
seoond  invasion  of  Britain,  he  agreed  to  pay  an  annual  tribute  to  Rome.  After 
his  death,  Tenantius,  Lud's  younger  son  (hb  elder  brother  Androgens  hanag 
fled  to  Rome),  was  established  on  the  throne,  of  which  they  had  been  unjustly 
deprived  by  their  uncle.  According  to  some  authorities,  Tenantius  quietly 
paid  the  tribute  stipulated  by  Cassibelan  ;  according  to  others,  he  refused  to 
pay  it,  and  warred  with  the  Ronkans.  Shakspeare  supposes  the  latter  to  be 
the  truth.    Holinshed  furnished  our  poet  with  these  facts. — Malohb. 
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As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd;  and 
In  his  spring  became  a  harvest :  Liv'd  in  court, 
(Which  rare  it  is  to  do,)  most  prais'd,  most  lov'd  :** 
A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  the  more  mature, 
A  glass  that  feated  them  ;<"  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  mistress. 
For  whom  he  now  is  banish'd, — her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  she  esteem'd  him  and  his  virtue; 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read. 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent.,  I  honour  him 

Even  out  of  your  report.     But,  'pray  you,  tell  me. 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king  ? 

1  Gent.  His  only  child. 
He  had  two  sons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it,)  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 

r  the  swathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nursery 
Were  stolen ;  and  to  this  hour,  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long  is  this  ago  ? 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  convey'd ! 
So  slackly  guarded !  And  the  search  so  slow. 

That  could  pot  trace  them  \ 

1  Gent.  Hpwsoe'er  'tis  strange. 
Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh'd  at. 

Yet  is  it  true,  sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 

1  Gent.  We  must  forbear :  Here  comes  the  queen  and 
princess.  [Exeunt. 

*  Litfd  in  court, 

(Which  rare  it  U  to  do,)  most  praised,  ipoit  Wd :]  This  encondmn  ishigh  and 
artful.    To  be  at  once  in  any  great  degree  loved  and  praited,  is  truly  rare, — 

JOBNSOV.  • 

• that  feated  them;']  i.  e.  That  formed  them ;  a  model  by  the  contempla- 
tion and  inspection  of  which  they  formed  their  manners.  To  feat,  is  to  mwidfr 
ntee,  exact. — Johnson  amd  Stiivens. 
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SCENE  IL 

Theiome. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Posthumus,  and  Imogen. 

Ctueen.  No,  be  assur'd,  you  shall  not  find  me,  daughter. 
After  the  slander  of  most  step-mothers, 
Eyil-ey'd  unto  you :  you  are  my  prisoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  cleliyer  you  the  keys 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.    For  you,  Posthumus, 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  adyocate :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  'twere  good. 
You  leaned  unto  his  sentence,  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Po^.  Please  your  higbinessy 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

-     Queen.  You  know  the  peril : — 

ni  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections ;  though  the  king 
Path  charged  you  should  not  speak  together.  [l^cU  Queen. 

Imo.  O 

Dissembling  courtesy !  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds! — My  dearest  husband, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing* 
(Always  reserved  my  holy  duty,')  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me :  You  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes ;  not  comforted  to  Ijye, 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world. 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Po$i.  My  queen !  my  mistress ! 

O^  lady,  weep  no  more ;  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  loyalist  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome,  at  one  Philario's ; 


^(Almoi^i  mtrr&d  my  Kchf  dul^,)"]  I  lay  I  do 
May  Mj  it  without  bmch  ol  daty,--JoBwioN. 


not  fear  my  &ther,  m  iar  ai  I 
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Who  to  my  father  mm  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  Itlfer :  thither  write,  my  queen. 
And  with  mia^  eyes  Til  drink  the  words  you  send. 
Though  ink  be  made  of  gall. 

Re-enter  Queen. 

fO^iem.  Be  brief,  I  ptvf  you : 

tt  the  king  come,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
How;  much  of  his  displeasure :  Yet  111  move  him  [Aside. 
To  walk  this  way :  I  never  do  him  wrong. 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  friends; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [ExU. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live. 
The  loathnefls  to  depart  would  grow :  Adieu ! 

Imo.  Nay,  stay  a  little : 
Were  y<m  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself, 
Sneii  parting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love ; 
Hub  diamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heart : 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife. 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Poit.  How!  how!  another? — 

You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up'  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death ! — ^Reipain  thou  here 

[Ptitting  on  the  Sing. 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on !  ^  And  sweetest,  fairest, 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you. 
To  your  so  infinite  loss;  sOj,  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you :  For  my  sake,  wear  this ; 
It  is  a  manacle*  of  love;  I'll  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner.  IPutting  a  Bracelet  on  her  Arm. 

Imo.  O,  the  gods ! 

When  shall  we  see  again  ? 

Enter  Ctmbelikb  and  Lords. 
Past.  Alack,  the  king ! 

f nor  up — ]  i.  6.  Clou  up.  * 

k  WhiU  ioue  can  Imp  it  ont]  Le.  While  wtu  eon  nuoMtaim  its  apemUmu;  whiU 

mm  continues  to  have  Us  %muU  power.    To  keep  on  sigiufies  to  continue  in  a  Uate 

ffoK^on. — St£evbni. 

»  — —  a  inanflcfe—]  What  we  now  call  a  hand<vff. 
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Cym.  Thou  basest  things  avoid!  hence,  from  my  tight! 
If,  after  this  command,  thou  fraught^  the  court 
With  thy  unworthinesB,  thou  diest :  Away ! 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  protect  you ! 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court ! 
I  am  gone.  ^  [Exit. 

Imd.  There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 

More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  disloyal  thing. 

That  should'st  repair  my  youth ;  thou  heapest  many' 
A  year's  age  on  me ! 

Imo.  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation;  I 
Am  senseless  of  your  wrath;  a  touch  more  rare™ 
Subdues  all  pang»,  all  fears. 

Cym.  Past  grace  ?  obedience  ?  • 

Imo.  Past  hope,  and  in  despair ;  that  way,  past  graiee. 

Cym.  That  might'st  have  had  the   sole  son  of  my 
queen! 

Imo.  O  bless'd,  that  I  might  not !  I  chose  an  eagle. 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock.*^ 

Cym.  Thou  took'st  a  beggar ;  would'st  have  made  my 
throne  » 

A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo.  No ;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one ! 

Imo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Posthumus : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play-fellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman ;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym.  What ! — art  thou  mad  ? 

Imo.  Almost,  sir :  Heaven  restore  m^  !— 'Would  I  were 

^  —  fraught — .]  i.  6.  Load,  crowd. 

I  ..^  many—]  This  word  was  introduced  into  the  text  by  Sir  ThomM 
HanmA ;  and,  thoagh  approved  by  SteeTeni  ai  essential  both  to  senie  and 
metre,  has  been  in  the  late  editions  most  nnacconntably  omitted. 

■ a  touch  marc  rare — ]  i.  e.  A  more  cx^mtcfuUwg, — Stbbybks. 

"  a  jnOiack.]  A  mean  degenerate  species  of  hawk,  too  worthless  to  de- 
serve training.~>STBBVBKs. 
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A  neat-herd'il  daughter !  and  my  Leonatus 
'  Oar  neighbour  shepherd's  son ! 

Re-enter  Queen. 

Cym.     .  Thou  foolish  thing  !-^ 

They  were  again  together:  you  have  done  \To  the  Queen. 
Not. after  our  command.     Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  'Beseech  your  patience : — Peace, 

Dear  lady  daughter,  peace  ; — Sweet  sovereign. 
Leave  us  to  ourselves  ;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice.* 

Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and,  being  aged. 
Die  of  this  folly!  [Exit. 

Enter  VisAifio. 

Queen.  Fye ! — you  must  give  way : 

Here  is  your  servant. — How  now,  sir  ?  What  newd  ? 

Pis.  My  lord  your  son  drew  oh  my  master. 

Queen.  Ha! 

No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done  ? 

Pis.  There  might  have  been. 

But  that  my  master  rather  play'd  than  fought. 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  am  very  glad  on't. 

Imo.  Your  son's  my  father's  friend ;  he  takes  his  part.^— 
To  draw  upon  an  exile ! — O  bra,ve  sir  I — 
I  would  they  were  in  Africk  both  together ; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back. — ^Why  came  you  from  your  master? 

Pis.  On  his  command :  He  would  not  suffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  thqse'notes 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to. 
When  it  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 

Your  faithful  servant ;  I  dare  lay  mine  honour. 
He  will  remain  so. 

o advice.']  i.  e.  CitmideratiiOn,  refketian. 
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Pis.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queen.  Pray,  walk  a  while. 

Imo.  About  some  half  hour  hence, 

I  pray  you,  speak  with  me  :  you  shall,  at  least. 
Go  see  my  lord  aboard:  for  this  time,  leave  me.  [£nf»fi/. 


SCENE  III. 
Apublidc  Place. 

Enter  Cloten,  ancl  Two  Lords. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt;  the 
violence  9f  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sacrifice: 
Where  air  comes  out,  air  comes  in  :  there's  none  abroad 
so  wholesome  as  that  you  vent. 

Clo.  If  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift  it — Have  I 
hurl  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  faith ;  not  so  much  as  his  patience.  [Andlr* 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him  ?  his  body's  a  passable  carcass,  if  he 
be  not  hurt :  It  is  a  thoroughfare  for  steel,  if.  it  be  not 
hurt. 

2  JiOrdf.  His  steel  was  in  debt ;  it  went  o'the  back  side 
the  town.  .  [Aside. 

Clo.  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 
2  Lord,  No ;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  toward  your  fiioe. 

{Aside. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you !  You  have  Ynad  enough  of  your 
own :  but  he  added  to  your  having;  gave  you  some 
ground. 

2  Lord.  As  many  inches  as  you  have  oeeans :  Puppioi  f 

lAsidt. 

Clo.  I  would,  they  bad  not  come  betwMn  vs. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  tilt  you  had  measured  Ik>w  long  a 
fool  you  were  upon  the  ground.  [Aside. 

Clo.  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow,  and  refuse 
me ! 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election,  she  is 

damned.  [Ande. 

I  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  hec 
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brain  go  not  together  :*  She's  a  good  sign/  biit  I  have 
seen  small  reflection  of  her  wit.*! 

2  Lsrd,  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the  reflection 
should  hurt  her.  [ii^kfe. 

Clo.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber :  'Would  there  had  been 
some  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  wish  not  so ;  unless  it  had  been  the  fall  of  an 
ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt.  I  Aside. 

Clo.  You'll  go  with  us  ? 

1  Lord.  Ill  attend  your  lordship. 
Clo.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  LorcL  Well,  my  lord.  [Exewii. 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  Cymbelirie's  Palace. 

Enter  Imogen  anJPisANio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores  o'the  haven. 
And  question  *dst  every  sail:  if  he  should  write. 
An  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost. 
As  offer'd  mercy  is/    What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee  ? 

Pis.  'Twas,  His  queen !  His  queen  ! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senseless  linen  !  happier  therein  than  I ! — 
And  that  was  all  ? 

Pis.  No,  madam  ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deqk,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief. 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  ikiind 

'  P  ^.b^-  her  beauty  and  her  hram  go  not  together:']  i.  d.  Are  not  e^aal*  "  netont 
pas  de  pair." — M.  Mason.] 

q Sht^s  a  good  sign,  but  I  have  teen  small  reflection  of  her  toitJ]  She  has 

a  fair  outside,  but  no  wit.  To  understand  the  whole  force  of  Shakspeare'i 
idea,  it  should  be  remembered,  that  anciently  almost  every  sign  had  a  motto, 
or  some  attempt  at  a  witticism  underneath  it.— •Edwabds  and  Stbbvmts. 

r  ■    ^twere  a  paper  loet. 

As  offer'd  mercy  u.]  I  beliere  the  poet's  meaning  is,  that  the  loss  of  that 
paper  would  prore  as  ftital  to  her,  as  the  loss  of  a  pardon  to  a  condeiim<;d 
criminal. — Stskvews. 
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Coald  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on^ 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imo.  Thou  should'st  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pis.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Imo.  I.  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings ;   crack'd 
them,  but 
To  look  upon  him  ;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space*  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle  : 
Nay,  follow*d  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air ;  and  then 
Have  tum*d  mine  eye,  and  wept. — But,  good  Pisanio, 
When  shall  we  hear  from  him  ? 

Pis.  Be  assured,  madam. 

With  his  next  vantage.* 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say  :  ere  I  could  tell  him. 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  such :  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest,  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charg'd  him. 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  midnight. 
To' encounter  me  with  orisons,"  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father. 
And,  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north. 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  The  queen,  madam. 

Desires  your  highness*  company. 

Imo.  Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  despatched. — 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pit.  Madam,  I  shall.  [Exeunt. 


tUl  thit  dimhmtUHi 


Oftpac$ — ]  i.  e.  The  diminution  of  which  ipace  it  the  caa8e.-*-JonNsoy. 
t  ■     ■    vantag^.'i  u  e.  Oppcrtunity* 
«  — ..fi|Aiiiti(«r  iM  vfUk  orimnt,]  i.e.'  Meet  me  with  reeipreeal  }^«ytr.— 
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SCENE  V. 

Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Philario's  House. 

Enter  Philario>  Iachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a  Dutchman]; 

.  and  a  Spaniard. 

lack.  Believe  it,  sir :  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain :  he  was 
then  of  a  crescent  note ;  expected  to  prove  so  worthy,  as 
since  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of:  but  I  could  then 
have  looked  on  him  without  the  help  of  admiration ;  though 
the  catalogue  of  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his  side^ 
and  Ito  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi.  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  furnished,  than 
now  he  is,  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and 
within. 

French.  I  have  seen  him  in  France :  we  had  very  many 
there  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter, 
(wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value  than  his 
own,)  words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter ."^ 

PrencA.  And  then  his  banishment: • 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those^  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,''  are  wonderfully 
to  extend""  him ;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgment,  which 
dse  an  easy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  with- 
out more  quality.  But  how  comes  it,  he  is  to  sojourn' 
with  you  ?    How  creeps  acquaintance  ? 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together;  towhom^ 
I  have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  life : 

Enter  Posthumus. 

Here  comes  the  Briton :  Let  him  be  so  entertained  amongst 
you,  as  suits,  with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing,  to  a  stranger 
of  his  quality. — I  beseech  you  all,  be  better  known  to  this 
gentleman ;  whom  I  commend  to  you,  as  a  noble  friend  of 
mine  :  How  worthy  he  is  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter, 
rather  than  story  him  in  his  own  hearing. 

T toordi  him, a  great  deal  from  tht  matter  J  Makes  the  description  of 

him  veiy  distant  from  the  truth. — JoHNeoN. 

« under  her  eokurif']  Under  her  banner;  by  her  influence. — Johnson* 

*  extend — ]  i.  e.  Frotie. — N4RE8. 
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■ 

French.  Sir^  We  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Post.  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courte- 
sies, which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay,  and  yet  pay  stilt. 

French.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kindness :  I  was  glad 
I  did  atone^  my  countryman  and  you  ;  it  had  been  pity, 
you  should  have  been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  pur- 
pose, as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance*  of  QQ  slighl  and 
triyial  a  nature. 

PoBt.  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  youog  traT^Uer; 
Rather  shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard,*  than  in  my 
^¥ery  action  to  be  guided  by  others'  experiences :  but, 
upon  my  mended  judgment,  (if  I  offend  not  to  say  it  is 
mehdedi)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  slight* 

French.  Taith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of 
swords ;  and  by  such  two,  that  would,  by  all  likelihoody 
^ave  confounded''  one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  botbt 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  tbe  difr 
ferenca  ? 

French,  Safely,  I  think  i  'twas  a  contention  in  pubUck» 
which  may.  without  contradiction,  suffer  th^  report.*  It 
was  much  like  an  argument  that  fell  out  last  nightj  where 
eiu^h  of  us  fell  in  praise  pf  our  country  mi^tr^sses ;  This 
gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  (and  upon  warrant  of 
bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be  more  fair,  virtupus^  wise, 
chaste,  constantrqualified,  and  less  attemptible,  than  ^^y 
tbf^  rarest  of  our  ladies  in  France. 

lach.  That  lady  is  not  now  living ;  or  this  gentleniM'^ 
Qpinion^  by  this«  worn  out. 

Post.  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  my  mind« 

lach.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would 
abate  her  nothing ;  though  I  profess  myself  her  adorer, 
not  her  friend.'*  ' 

y  — — ^  fltoilf— ]  i.  e.  HxonciU. 

s impoTtatw — ]  i.  e.  Impariunityt  instigation. 

^  a  ,,trr^  shmnmd  to  fo  eiMu  faith  vtkat  I  Aeord J  L  e.  Avoided  being  led  by  Ike 
opinions  of  othen.— -M.  Mason. 

k canfonnded — ]  i.  e.  Destroyed, 

c wluph  may,  without  ctmPradietitm,  fi(c.]  i.  e.  W}uchf  undoubt§dlyp  may  be 

jniblickly  told, — Johnson. 

A thougf^  J  jnrofe^  f^ltj*y[  ^  adtifer,  npt  her  friend.]   Friend  is  tovtr ;  a 

Qse  of  the  word  Tcry  common  in  old  authors.    Jbe  meaning  of  these  woidf  has 
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lach.  Asfair,anda8gopd,(a);iQclof^aiid-in-hAiidcoiiii 
parison,)  had  1)een  something  too  fair,  and  too  good,  6^ 
any  lady  in  Britany.  If  she  went  before  others  I  have 
seen,  BM  that  diamond  of  yours  outlustres  many  I  have 
beheld,  I  could  not  but  believe  she  excelled  many :  but  I 
hhye  not  Been  the  most  precious  diamond  that  iS|  nor  you 
the  lady. 

Post.  I  praised  her  as  I  rated  her :  so  do  I  my  stone.  . 

lack.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at  ? 

PasL  More  than  the  world  ei\joys. 

lack.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  or  she'^ 
outprized  by  a  trifle. 

Po$t.  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  may  be  sold  or  given ; 
if  there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase,  or  merit  for 
the  gift :  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift 
of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 

Posi.  Which,  by  their  graces/ 1  will  keep. 

lach.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours  :  but,  you  know^ 
strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring 
may  be  stolen  too :  so,  of  your  brace  of  unprizeable  esti- 
mations, the  one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  casual ;  a  cun- 
ning thief,  or  a  that-way-accomplished  courtier,  would 
hazard  the  wiiming  both  of  first  and  last. 

Post,  Your  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished  a  cour- 
tier to  convince"  the  honour  of  my  mistress ;  if,  in  the  hold- 
ing or  loss  of  that,  you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt, 
you  have  store  of  thieves ;  notwithstanding  I  fear  not  my 
ring. 

Phi,  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  signior,  I 
thank  him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me ;  we  are  familiar  at 
first. 

lach.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation,  I  should 
get  ground  of  your  fair  mistress :  make  her  go  back,  even 

been  much  (fisputed  by  the  commentaton,  but  the  difficulty  has  oxiginated  if 
their  overlookiiig  the  passage  to  which  it  alludes.  The  Frenchman  says,  ^  that 
Posthumus  had  vouched  his  miitrets,  or  toiman  beloved,  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous, 
wise,  &c  than  any  lady  in  France ;''  to  which  Posthumus  replies, "  that  he  wiU 
abate  her  nothing  of  Us  former  praise ;  Uiough  he  professes  hinuelf  her  a<2prer, 
fiot  lover, 

•  —  convince--.-]  i.  e,  Overeeme. 
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to  the  yielding ;  had  I  admittance,  and  opportunity  to 
^end. 

Post.  No,  no. 

lach.  I  dare,  thereupon,  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  estate 
to  your  ring ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'ervalues  it  some- 
thing: But  I  make  my  wager  rather  against  your  confi- 
dence, than  her  reputation :  and,  to  bar  your  offence  herein 
too,  I  durst  attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused'  in  too  bold  a  persua- 
sion ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you're  worthy  of, 
by  your  attempt. 

lach.  What's  that? 

Post.  A  repulse :  Though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deserve  more ;  a  punishment  too. 

Phi.  Oentlemen,  enough  of  this :  it  came  too  suddenly; 
let  it  die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  better  ac- 
quainted. 

lach.  'Would  I  had  put  my  estate,  and  my  neighbour's, 
on  the  approbation'  of  what  I  have  spoke. 

Post.  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail? 

lach.  Yours;  whom  inconstancy,  you  think,  stands 
BO  safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your  ring, 
that,  commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with 
no  more  advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  second  con- 
ference, and  I  will  bring  from  thence  that  honour  of  hers, 
which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Post.  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold  to  it:  my 
ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger  ;  'tis  part  of  it. 

lach.  You  are  a  friend,  and  therein  the  wiser.  If  you 
buy  ladies'  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preserve 
it  from  tainting :  But,  I  see,  you  have  some  religion  in 
you,  that  you  fear. 

Post.  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue ;  you  bear  a 
graver  purpose,  I  hope. 

lach.  I  am  the  master  of  my  speeches  ;^  and  would  un- 
dergo what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  Will  you? — I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond  till 

'  •^—  afrtuid — ]  i.  e.  Dteehed.  f approbation — "]  i.  e.  Prctf. 

^  I  amtha  mamr  of  my  ipeochag',]  i.  1. 1  know  what  I  have  taid ;  I  mid ii6 
mora  dian  I  meant — STKivsNt. 
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^ur  return : — Let  there  be  covenants  drawn  betwe^i  us : 
My  mistress  exceeds  in  goodness  the  hugeness  of  your 
unworthy  thinking :  I  dare  you  to  this  match :  here's 
my  ring^ 

Phil.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one : — If  I  bring  you  no  suffi*^ 
cient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodily 
part  of  your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand  ducats  are  yours ; 
so  is  your  diamond  too.  If  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in 
such  honour  as  you  have  trust  in,  she  your  jewels  this 
your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours: — ^provided/ 1 Jiave 
your  conmiendation,  for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions  ;  let  us  have  articles 
betwixt  us : — only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer.  If  you 
make  your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  un- 
derstand you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  further  your^enemy^ 
she  is  not  worth  our  debate:  if  she  remain  unseduced, 
(you  not  making  it  appear  otherwise,)  for  your  ill  opinion, 
and  the  assault  you  have  made  to  her  chastity,  you  shall 
answer  me  with  your  sword. 

lack.  Your  hand;  a  covenant:  We  will  have  these 
things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away  for 
Britain  ;  lest  the  bargain  should  catch  cold  and  starve : 
I  will  fetch  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Past.  Agreed.        [Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Iachimo. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Phi.  Siguier  Iachimo  will  not  from  it.  Pray,  let  us 
follow  'em. 

SCENE  VI. 
Britain.     A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 

Queen.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on  ground,  gather  those 
flowers ; 
Make  haste :  Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

1  Lady.  I,  madam. 

Queen.  Despatch. [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Vovfg  master  doctor ;  have  you  brought  those  drugs  ? 
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Car.  Pkaaetb  your  bighness,  ay :  here  they  are»  maddm  i 

IPresetUing  a  stnall  Bax» 
But  I  beseech  your  grace^  (without  offence ; 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask;)  wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compounds. 
Which  are  the  meters  of  a  languishing  death ; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly  ? 

Qu£tn.  I  wonder,  doctor. 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question :  Have  I  not  been 
Iliy  pupU  long?  Hast  thou  not  leam'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes  ?  distil  ?  preserve  ?  yea,  so. 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections  ?  Having  thus  far  proceeded, 
(Unless  thou  think'st  me  devilish,)  is't  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Qther  conclusions  V  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging,  (but  none  human,) 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allayments  to  their  act :  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart  : 
Besides,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen.  O,  content  thee. — 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him  \^Aside. 

Will  I  first  work :  he's  for  his  master. 

And  enemy  to  my  son.^ — How  now,  Pisanio  ? — 

Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended ; 

Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  suspect  you,  madam ; 

But  you  shall  do  no  harm.  lAiifk. 

Queen.  Hark  thee,  a  word. — 

[lb  Pisanio. 

Cor.  [aside.']  I  do  not  like  her.    She  doth  tbink,  she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons  :  I  do  know  her  spirit, 

-«~  conclusimu  ?]  i.  e..  BxperimiMf. 
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And  wiU  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 

A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature :  Those^  sh^  has. 

Will  stiipify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile  : 

Which  first,  perchance,  she'll  prove  on  cats,  and  dogs : 

Then  afterward  up  higher ;  but  there  is 

No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes. 

More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time. 

To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 

With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer. 

So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Chieen.  No  further  service,  doctor* 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.      lExii» 

Queen.  Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou?  Dost  thou  think# 
in  time 
She  will  not  quench  ;J  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses  ?  Do  thou  work ; 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word,  she  loves  my  son, 
ril  tell  thee,  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master  ;  greater ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being,*" 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another ; 
And  every  day,  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him  :  What  shalt  thou  expect. 
To  be  depender  on  a  £hing  that  leans  ? 
Who  cannot  be  new-built ;  nor  ha^  no  friends, 

{The  Queen  drops  a  Box;  Pisanio  takes  it  up.. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  T- — ^Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  know'st  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour  : 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeemed  from  death :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  n)ore  cordial : — Nay,  I  pr'ytbee,  take  it : 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.    Tell  thy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her :  do't,  as  from  thyself. 

i  — " — quench :"]  i,  e.  Craiw  cool, 

k  —  to  $hift  nii  being f^  i.  e.  To  change  his  abode* — JouNsox. 


2i0  CYMBELINE. 

Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on  ;^  but  think 

Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still ;  to  boot,  my  son. 

Who  shall  taJce  notice  of  thee :  I'll  move  the  king 

To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 

As  tbou'lt  desire ;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly. 

That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women : 

Think  on  my  words.  \lSait  Pisa.] — A  sly  and  constant 

knave; 
Not  to  be  shak'd  :  the  agent  for  his  master : 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold 
The  hand  fast  to  her  lord. — I  have  given  him  that. 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegers  for  her  sweet  ;°*  and  which  she,  after^ 
Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 

Jie-€ii/er  Pi8ANio,aii£2  Ladies. 

To  taste  of  two. — So,  so ; — ^well  done,  well  done : 

The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primrose. 

Bear  to  my  closet : — Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio ; 

Think  on  my  words.  \TSatunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Pt5*  And  shall  do : 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
ril  choke  myself:  there's  all  I'll  do  for  you.  \JExk. 

SCENE  VII. 
Another  Room  in  the  same, 

£n^er  Imogen. 

Imo.  A  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false ; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady. 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd ; — O,  that  husband  1 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief !  and  those  repeated    - 
Vexations  of  it !  Had  I  been  thief-stolen, 

1  Thuik  what  a  chance  thou  changett  on ;]  L  e.  Think  with  what  a  fair  pro*- 
pect  of  mending  your  fortane«  you  now  change  your  pxetent  serric&r-^ 
Stbbtxns. 

■  Of  Ucgcnfor  hgr  twett ;]  A  litger  is  a  person  itationed  to  wait  on  the  aer- 
we  m  another :  for  iwect  we  should  perhaps  read  iuU. 
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As  my  two  brothers^  happy !  but  most  miserable 
Is  tl^e  desire  that's  glorious  :  Blessed  be  those. 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  then:  houest  wills. 
Which  seasons  comfort." — ^Who  may  this  be?  Fye ! 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Iachimo. 

Pis.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome ; 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

lack.  Change  you,  madam? 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety. 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly.  IPresents  a  Letter. 

Imo.  Thanks,  good  sir : 

You  are  kindly  welcome. 

lach.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  most  rich!  ^Aside. 
If  she  be  fumish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare. 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird;  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.    Boldness  be  my  friend ! 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot ! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight; 
Rather,  directly  fly. 

*   Imo,  [reads.]  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note,  to  whose  kind- 
nesses I  am  most  infinitely  tied.    Reflect  upon  him  accordingly, 
as  you  value  your  truest    Leonatus. 
So  far  I  read  aloud : 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warm'd  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully.^ — 
Yon  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so. 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What !  are  men  mad?  Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 


mott  mutrabU 


1$  the  detire  that's  glorious:  Blessed  he  those, 

How  meansoier,  that  have  their  honest  vriUs, 

Which  seasons  comfort.']  The  sense  is,  "  DesirA,  or  love»iii  a  high  or  glorious. 
statum  is  generally  crost  and  miserable ;  they  are  blessed  howsoever  mean  their 
condition,  who  have  their  honest  wiUs,  i.  e.  whose  virtaous  affections  are  gratified, 
which  state  of  humble  love  comfort,  i.  e.  tranquillity,  or  cheerfulness,  feoioniy 
i.  e.  sives  a  relish  to/'  This  is  the  best  sense  that  1  can  extract  from  the  words,, 
and  It  is,  certainly,  less  forced  than  any  of  the  other  iiitAT^ieta,\io\iA« 
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The  fiery  orbs  afoove,  and  the  twinn'd  stcmeft 
Upon  the  numbered''  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  specfacles  so  precioud 
Twixt  feir  and  foul  ? 

Into.  What  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'the  eye ;  for  apes  and  monkeys, 
Twixt  two  such  ^es,  woiaM  chatter  this  way,  and 
Contemn  with  mows  the  other :  Nor  i'the  jadgment; 
For  idiots^  m  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  Nor.  i*the  appetite ; 
Stetldiry^  to  such  neat  excelleoce  opposM, 
Shoidd  make  desire  vomit  emptiness^p 
Not  so  allur'd  to  feed. 

it^.  Wh^  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 

Inch.  The  doyed  will, 

(That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire. 
That  tub  bdth  filFd  and  running,)  ravening  first 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  sir. 

Thus  raps  you?  Are  you  well? 

Itlchh  Thanks^ madam ;  Well: — Bes^ch you, sir, desire 

[To  PlSANIO^ 

My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  he 
Is  strange  and  peevish  .*> 

Pis.  I  was  going,  sir. 

To  give  Urn  welcome.  lExit  Pisanio* 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  lord?   His  health,  'beseech 
you? 

Inch.  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth?  I  hope,  he  is. 

lach*  Exceeding  pleasant;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  seveller.. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here, 

*  -»~  fioinn'd  sUmn 
Upon  ihi  numher^d  beach  ?]  Tvnnn*d  ttonn  are  Btonei  lo  alike  as  to  be  scastely 
dy(lliipMihable>ai like  at  twins;  numbered  b  numncut. — STiiTiNsoiict  JoBmoif. 

»  SkomUL  umIw  detfrt  vomit  Aiipltiicn,]  i.  e.  Feel  the  convulflionB  of  disgut, 
though,  beiiig  onfed,  it  had  no  object  No  one  that  hat  been  tick  at  iea,  wiD' 
be  «t  a  lom  to  undented  what  is  meant  by  tomilting  imptinm, — Jorvson  amf 
Halomb. 

9  -^— -  mitngt  and^mtfhhnyu  e.  Is  a/ortigner  and  catU^  jVttt«d« — JoHirsoiri 
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He  did  indiiie  to  Mdnean ;  and  oft-times 
Not  kiiowing  why. 

lack.  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  la?  e» 
A  Grallian  girl  at  home :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly  Bri^n 
(Your  lord,  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs,  cries,  07 
Canmf  sides  koH,  to  think,  that  man^*-''i^kMW$ 
By  history,  rtport,  or  his  own  proof, 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — wiH  his  free  hours  languish  f^ 
Assured  bondage? 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  say  so  1 

lach.  Ay,  madam;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  la«ght«r. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by. 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman :  Bttt>  inemtOB  kaow. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo.  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lach.  Not  he:  Bvt  yet  hearen's  bounty  towards  him 
might 
Be  us'd  more  ihankinlly.     In  himself,  'tis  much ; 
Inyoo,^ — ^which  I  count  his,  beyond  all  talents,*^ 
Whilst  I  am  bound  ip  wonder,  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo.  What  do  you  pity,  sir  ? 

lach.  Two  creatures,  heartily. 

Imo.  Am  I  one,  sir? 

You  look  on  me ;  What  wreck  discern  you  in  me. 
Deserves  your  pity? 

lach.  Lamentable!  What! 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun,  and  solace 
rthe  dungeon  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir. 

Deliver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.    Why  do  you  pity  aie  ? 

lach*  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  say,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it. 
Not  mine  to  speak  on't. 
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Imo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me;  HPray  you^ 
(Since  doubting  things  go  ill,  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  they  do :  For  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies ;  or  timely  knowing/ 
The  remedy  then  bom,)  discover  to  me 
What  both  you  spur  and  stop." 

lack.  Had  I  this  cheek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon  ;  this  hand,  whose,  touchy 
Whose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this,  object,  which 
Takes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here  :  should  I  (damn'd  then,). 
Slaver  with  lips  as  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mountthe  Capitol ;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood  (falsehood,  as : 
With  labour;)  then  lie  peeping  in  an  eye. 
Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That's  fed  with  stinking  tallow ;  it  were  fit. 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo.  My  lord,  I  fear. 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

lach.  And  himself.    Not  I, 

Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change  ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That,  from  my  mutest  conscience,  to  my  tongue,. 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

lach.  O  dearest  soul !  your  cause  doth  strike  my  heart. 
With  pity,  that  doth  "make  me  sick.    A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fastened  to  an.empery,^ 
Would  make  the  great's t  king  double !  to  be  partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir'd  with  that  self-exhibition** 

' fcfuwtffg,]  Rather  fcnmim,  which  I  beliere  Shakipeare  wrote ;  but  tibat 

the  tranicriber'i  ear  deceiTed  him  here  at  in  many  other  placet* — Josirtoir 
and  Ma  LONE. 

*  What  both  you  ipur  and  ttop."]  What  it  it  that  at  once  incites  yoa  to  apeak, 
and  restrain!  you  from  it. — Johnson. 

'  empenf,]   A  word  signifying  uvereign  amtmand;  now  obaol«Ce^-> 

Stkitkns. 

"  —  that  tejf'-ixhibiticn — 1  i.  e.  That  vtry  ptnihn. 
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Which  your  own  coffers  yield  !  with  diseaa'd  Tentores, 

That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 

Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature !  such  boil'd  stuffy 

As  well  might  poison  poison  !  Be  reveng'd  : 

Or  she  that  bore  you,  was  no  queen,  and  you 

Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 
Imo,  Reveng'd ! 

How  should  I  be  reveng'd  ?  If  this  be  true, 

(As  I  have  such  a  heart,  that  both  mine  ears 

Must  not  in  haste  abuse,)  if  it  be  true. 

How  should  I  be  reveng'd  ? 
lach.     \  Should  he  make  me 

Live  like  Diana's  priest^'  betwixt  cold  sheets ; 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps^ 

In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse?  Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  Uian  that  runagate  to  your  bed ; 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection. 
Still  close,  as  sure. 
Imo.  What  ho,  Pisanio  \ 

lack.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 
Imo.  Away !— I  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable. 
Thou  would'st  have  told  this  t^e  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st ;  as  base,  as  strange. 
Thou  wrongest  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour;  and 
Solicit'st  here  a  lady,  that  disdains 
Thee  and  the  devil  alike. — ^What  ho,  Pisanio  ! — 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault:  if  he- shall  think  it  fit, 
A  saucy  stranger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us ;  he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  whom 
He  not  respects  at  all. — ^What  ho,  Pisanio !-  • 

lach.  O  happy  Leonatus  !  I  may  say ; 
The  credit,  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee. 
Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 

z ftrUtt,']  i.  e.  Priuteu,  and  i»  so  used  in  Peridea. 

VOL.  VJU  Q 
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U^x  Maur'd  cxodii ! — Blessed  lire  you  long ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sht,  that  erer 
Country  oaU'd  hia !  and  you  hia  mistress*  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit !  Give  me  your  pardon. 
1  have  spoke  thiji,  to.  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted  ;  and  shall  make  your  lord 
That  which  he  is^  new  o'er :  And  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner'd ;  such  a  holy  witch^ 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him : 
Half  of  all  men's  hearts  aie  his. 

Ifno.  You  make  amends. 

lach^  Be  sila  'mongst  men,  like  a  descended  god: 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off» 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming..    B»  not  angry. 
Most  mighty  pcincess,  that  1  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  takiiig  of  a  fake  report ;  which  hath. 
Honour'd  with  eocfinnatioa  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare* 
Which  you  know,  cannot  err :  The  love  I  bear  hka 
Made  me  to  fan  you  thu3  :  but  the  gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  o^ers^  chaffless.     Pray,  your  pardon. 

ImOn  All's  weUv  sir^  Take  mty  power  i'the  court  for 
yours. 

lach.  My.  humble  thanks.     I  had  almost  £orgot 
To  entreat  your  graiee  but  in  a  sm^ll  request. 
And  yet  of  moment  too«  for  itconcensft 
Your  lord ;  myself,,  and  otJker  noble  fiiend^ 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo.  'Pny:,  what  ia't  ? 

lack.  Som^  dpa&eor  RomaciB  of  us^  and  your  lord; 
(The  best  feather  of  our  wing)iha«e  mingled  svoms 
To  buy  a  present  for  tiie  emperof  ^ 
Which  I,  the  factor  fotr  the  rest>.ha¥e  done 
In  France  :  'TIS  plate  of  rase  device;  and  jeweb. 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  formu;.  their  values  great; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange,^ 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage.;  May  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection  ? 

Imo,  Willingly 
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And  pawn  mine  Jionour  for  th^  lEMtfety  i  bIbcq 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them^  I  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

lack.  They  are  in  a  trunk. 

Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you>  only  for  this  night ; 
I  mnst  aboard.  tOHOiorrow. 

InuK  O,  no,  no. 

lach.  Yes,  I  beseech ;  or  I  shall  short  my  word> 
By  lengthening  my  return.    From  Gallia 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains ; 

But  not  away  to-morrow  ? 

lach^  O,  I  must^  madain  : 

Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night : 
I  have  outstood  my  time ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kepti 
And  truly  yielded  you :  You  are  very  welcome.    [Exisnni. 

ACT  11. 

f^tUvth—Court  befof-iCyrhb^hne'k  Palace. 

Enter  Clotbn  and  Two  Lbrds. 

Ch.  Was  there  6ver  man  had  such  luck !  when  t  kissed 
the  jack  upon  an  up-cast,^  to  be  hit  dway !  I  hsA  a  him- 
dtfid  pound  on't :  And  then  a  whoreson  jackanapes  must 
take  me  up  for  swearing ;  as  if  I  borrowed  nine  oaths  o^ 
him,  and  might  not  impend  them  at  my  pleasure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that  ?  If  on  hkve  tiroke  his  pate 
with  your  bowl. 

2  JLorJ.  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke  it,  it 
would  hfltve  fan  all  but.  -"  lAside. 

B  __  kitted  the  jack  upon  an  up-catt,]  He  it  deacribinff  li2i  hti^  at  howU.  THh 
jack  U  tke  small  bowl  at  which  the  6Che»  ate  aimed.  He  wlu»  h  tibtttmt  to  it 
wina.    To  kiu  the  jack  it  a  atate  of  great  advmtsfe.— Jog»iMr. 

q2 
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C/o.  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it  is  not 
for  any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths :  Ha? 

2  Lord.  No,  my  lord ;  nor  [aside,']  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog! — I  gave  him  satisfaction?  'Would, 
he  had  been  one  of  my  rank ! 

2  Lord.  To  have  smelt^  like  a  fool.  [Aside. 

do.  I  am  not  more  vexed  at  .any  thing  in  the  earth, — 
A  pox  on't!  I  bad  rather  not  be  so  noble  as  I  am;  they 
dare  not  fight  with  me,  because  of  the  queen  my  mother : 
every  jack-slave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must 
go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  no  body  can  match. 

2  Lord.  You  are  a  cock  and  capon  too ;  and  you  crow, 
cock,  with  your  comb  on.**  [Aside. 

Clo.  Sayest  thou  ? 

1  Lord.  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordship  should  undertake 
every  companion*'  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo.  No;  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit,  I  should  commit  of- 
fence to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 
Clo.  Why,  so  I  say. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  hear  of  a  stranger,  that's  come  to  court 
to-night? 

Clo.  A  stranger  !  and  I  not  know  on't  J 

2  Lord.'  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and  knows  it  not. 

[Aside. 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come ;  and,  'tis  thought,  one 
of  Leonatus'  friends. 

.  Clo.  Leonatus !  a  banished  rascal ;  and,  he's  another, 
whatsoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  this  stranger  ? 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 

Ch.  Is  it  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?  Is  there  no  de- 
rogation in't  ? 

1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord. 

Clo.  Not  easily,  I  think. 

ft  ._  tm§U^  A  qoibble  on  the  word  ranlc  in  the  preceding  speech. — 
Ma  LOW  I. 

k with  your^mmb  on  A  The  aUiuion  i«  to  a  fool*!  cap,  which  hath  a  eomk 

like  a  cock't— Johnson.  The  intention  of  the  speaker  may  be  to  call  Cloten  a 
MacMmfr. — ^M.  Mason. 

« companion — ]  The  use  of  eempanimi  was  the  same  as  otfellcw  now.  It 

was  a  word  of  contempt. — Johnson. 
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« 

2  Lord. -You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  your  issues 
being  foolish,  do  not  derogate.  [Aside. 

Clo.  Come,  ril  go  see  this  Italian:  What  I. have  lost 
to-day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night  of  him.     Come,  go. 

2  lA)rd.  rU  attend  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt  Cloten  andfirst  Lord. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass !  a  woman,  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain ;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess. 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur*st! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  step-dame  governed ; 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots ;  a  wooer. 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make  !  The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind  ;  that  thou  may'st  stand. 
To  enjoy  thy  banish 'd  lord,  and  this  great  land !        [Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

A  Bed-chamber ;  in  one  part  of  it  a  Trunk. 

Imogen  reading  in  her  Bed;  a  Lady  attending. 

Into.  Who's  there  ?  my  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Please  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it  ? 

Lady.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours  then :  mine  eyes  are 

Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  To  bed :   [weak : — 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'the  clock, 
I  pr'ythee  call  me.     Sleep  hath  seiz'd  me  wholly. 

[Exit  Lady. 
To  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night. 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye ! 

[Sleeps.    Iacuimo  /rom  tftc  Triiiife. 
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Luh.  The  crickets  sing,  and  maa's  Q'er-kbour'd  sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest :  Our  Tarquia  thus 
Sid  softly  press  the  rushes/  ere  he  wi^en'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed  !  fresh  lily ! 
And  whiter  than  die  sheets !  That  I  might  touch  ! 
But  kiss ;  one  kiss ! — Rubies  uApacagon'd, 
How  dearly  they  do't — Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfiunes  the  chamber  thus :  The  flame  o'the  tapei 
Bows  toward  her ;  and  would  under-peep  her  lids^ 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights^  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows  :*  White  and  azure»  lac'd 
With  blue  of  heavens  owql  tinct. — But  my  design? 
To  note  the  chamber : — I  will  write  alL  down : — 
Such^  and  such,  pieturea: — ^Tbere  the  window : — Sach 
The  adornment  of  her  bed ; — The  arras,  figures. 
Why,  siich,  and  such : — And  the  conjbents  o'the  sloKy,|-«- 
Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body. 
Above  ten  thoiiisaad  meaner  moveeJblea 
Wo^d  testify^  to.  esodch  mine  inventory : 
O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her ! 
And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 
Thus  in  a  chapel  lying ! — Come  off,  come  off; 

[Jakmg  i^her  Bracelet. 
As  slippery,  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard ! 
Tis  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly. 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  widiin, 
T9*lbe  madding  of  her  lord.     On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimfton  drops 
Fthe-  bottom  o£  a  cowslip.    Here's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  lanir  civuld  make :  this  secret 
Willi  force  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock»  and  ta'en 
The  treasure  of  her  honour.    No  more. — ^To  what  end  ? 
Why  should  I  write  this  domn,  that's  rivetted^ 
Screw'd  to  my  memory?  She  hath  been  reading  lajte 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leafs  turn'd  down. 
Where  Philomel  gave  up  }-*-!  have  enough : 

d yrm  ths  ruiAcrJ  It  waa  the  cuitom  in  Uu|  time  of  our  author  to  atrtw 

chambers  with  ruihet,  at  we  now  cover  them  wi£  carpets.— Jovnbo it. 
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To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. 

Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night !' — that  dawning 

May  bare  the  raren's  eye  :>  I  lodge  in  fear ; 

Though  this  a  heavenly  angel>  hell  is  here.  [C/bcA  strikes. 

One,  two,  three, — ^Time,  time ! 

\^Goes  into  the  Trunk,     The  scene  closes. 

SCENE  III. 
An  Ante-Chamber  ac^oining  Imogen's  Apartment. 

Enter  Cloten  end  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man  in  loss, 
the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 

Clo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

1  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient  after  the  noble  tem- 
per of  your  lordship ;  You  are  most  hot,  and  furious,  when 
you  win. 

Clo.  Winning  would  put  any  man  into  courage  :  If  I 
could  get  this  foolish  Imogen,  I  should  have  gold  enough: 
It's  almost  morning,  is't  not  ? 

1  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  would  this  musick  would  come :  I  am  advised 
to  give  her  musick  o'  mornings ;  they  say,  it  will  pe- 
netrate. 

Enter  Musicians. 

Come  on ;  tune  :  If  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your  fin- 
gering, so ;  we'll  try  with  tongue  too :  if  none  will  do, 
let  her  remain ;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  First,  a  very 
excellent  good-conceited  thing  :  after,  a  wonderful  sweet 
air,  with  admirable  rich  words  to  it, — and  then  let  her 
consider. 

r yom  dNigMtcfik$  night  /]  The  tctak  of  *dAwing  the  cliariot  of  niglit 

was  afltigned  to  dragoas,  on  aocoont  of  tboir  sappofled  watchfofaiaNi.  It  may 
be  remarked  that  the  whole  tribe  of  serpents  sleep  with  their  eyes  open,  and 
thereibre  appear  to  exert  a  constant  ▼iy^ilance.-^STKiTBNs. 

ff  May  ban  the  rav$n*s  eyt :]  i.e.  7^  the  light  may  wohe  the  raven.  It  is 
weU  known  that  the  rafea  is  a  rery  earlj  bird,  pethaps  earlier  than  the  lark. 
Stbkvkii s  and  Hbatu. 
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Hark !  hark  I  the  lark  at  heaven^s  gate  sings. 

And  Photbus  'gins  arise. 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chalic^d  flowers  that  lies  ;^ 
And  winking  Mary-buds^  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes ; 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin: 

My  lady  sweet,  arise; 
Arise,  arise. 

So,  get  you  gone :  If  this  penetrate^  I  will  consider  your 
musick  the  better  :^  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears, 
which  horse-hairs,  and  cats-guts,  nor  the  voice^of  unpaved 
eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend. 

[Exeunt  Musicians. 

Enter  Cymbeline  and  Queen. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  glad,  I  was  up  so  late ;  for  that's  the  reason 
I  was  up  so  early :  He  cannot  choose  but  take  this  ser- 
vice I  have  done,  fatherly. — Good  morrow  to  your  ma- 
jesty, and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym.  Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  jstem  daughter? 
Will  she  not  forth  ? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  musick,  but  she  vouch- 
safes no  notice. 

Cyni'  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new ; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out. 
And  then  she's  yours. 

k  HU  tUedi  to  water  at  thou  ipringt 
Onckalie*djlow«n  that  lia ;]  i.  e.  The  morning  sun  driei  up  the  dew  which 
lies  in  the  cape  of  flowers.  The  cup  of  a  flower  is  called  caliz,  whence  ehaiiet : 
of  the  apparent  false  ccmcord  in  uese  lines,  it  may  be  observed  that,  in  Teir 
old  EngUsh  the  third  person  plural  of  the  present  tense  endeth  iaetk^M  well 
as  the  singular;  and  often  familiarly  in  et,  as  might  be  exemplified  bom 
Chaucer,  &c* — Warburton,  Johnsoh,  and  Percy. 

t  And  winking  Mary-budi  ■  ]  The  marigold  is  supposed  to  shut  itself  up  at 
sun-set — Stkevkns. 

k  —  I  toiU  consider  your  mujicfc  th»  better .-]  i.  e.  I  will  pay  you  more  amply 
for  it— St  I  EVENS. 
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Queen.  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king ; 

Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter ;  Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits  ;^  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season ;  make  denials 
Increase  your  services ;  so  seem,  as  if 
You  were  inspir'd  to  do  those  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends. 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

Clo.  Senseless  ?  not  so. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  So  like  you,  sir,  ambassadors  from  Rome ; 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow. 

Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now ; 

But  that's  no  fault  of  his :  We  must  receive  him 

According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender  ; 

And  towards  himself  his  goodness  forespent  on  us 

We  must  extend  our  notice.™ — Our  dear  son. 

When  you  have  given  good  morning  to  your  mistress. 

Attend  the  queen,  and  us  ;  we  shall  have  need 

To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. — Come,  our  queen. 

[Exeunt  Cym.  Queen,  Lords,  and  Mess. 
Ch.  If  she  be  up,  I'll  speak  with  her ;  if  not. 

Let  her  lie  still  and  dream. — By  your  leave,  ho  ! — 

[Knocks, 

I  know  her  women  are  about  her ;  What 

If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  'Tis  gold 

Which  buys  admittance  ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  makes 

Diana's  rangers  false**  themselves,  yield  up 

Their  deer  to  the  stand  of  the  stesder ;  and  'tis  gold 

Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves  the  thief; 

Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man  :  What 

^To  orderly  tolicitt;']  i.e.  Regular  courtship ;  courtsEip  after  the  established 
fashion. — Stbxvenb. 

"  And  towards  himself  his  goodness  forespent  on  us 
We  must  extend  our  notice,']  That  is,  we  must  extend  towards  himself  our 
notice  rfins  goodness  heretofore  shown  to  us. — Maloke. 

■*       ■  fal» — ]  Perhaps,  in  this  instance, /afie  is  not  tai  adjective,  but  a  verb. 
•--Stikvkns. 
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Can  it  not  do,  and  undo  ?  I  will  mak^ 

One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  ;  for 

I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myself. 

By  your  leave.  IKnocb. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady.  Who's  there,  that  knocks  ? 

Clo.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more? 

Clo.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady.  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours. 
Can  justly  boast  of:  What's  your  lordship's  pleasure? 

Ch.  Your  lady's  person :  Is  she  ready  ? 

Lady.  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 

Clo.  There's  gold  for  you ;  sell  me  your  good  report. 

Lady.  How !  my  good  name  ?  or  to  report  of  you 
What  I  shall  think  is  good? — The  princess 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clo.  Good-morrow,  fairest  sister  :  Your  sweet  hand, 

Imo.  Oood-morrow,  sir  :  You  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give. 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo.  Still,  I. swear,  I  love  you. 

Imo.  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
That  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo.  This  is  no  answer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yields  being  silent, 
I  would  not  speak.    I  pray  you,  spare  me :  i'faith, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness ;  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twere  my  sin : 
I  will  not. 

Imo.  Fools  are  not  mad  folks.* 

•  FooU  art  ntft  madfoOaJ]  i.  e.  If  I  am  mtA,  U  yoa  teH  m«,  I  aa  what  yoa 
am  never  he,fooU  ar$  noi  madfoQa, — Stbbviits. 
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Cfaw  Do  yo«  oaU  ma  fool  ? 

Imo,  Aa  I  am  mad»  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient^  I'll  no  more  bo  mad;. 
That  cares  us  both.    I  am  much  sorry,  sir. 
You  pot  morto  forget  a  lady's  maimers* 
By  being  so  verbal :'  and  learn  now,  for  all> 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce. 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you ;, 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To  accuse  myself)  I  hate  you ;  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt*  than  make't  my  boast. 

Clo.  You  sin  against 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
The  contract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, 
(One,  bred  of  alms,  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes. 
With  scraps  o'the  court,)  it  is  no  contract,  none : 
And  though  it  be  allow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  who,  than  he,  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their  souls 
(On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  beggary)  in  self-figur'd  knot  ;** 
Yet  you  are  ourb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
The  cpnaequence  o'the  crown ;  and  must  not  soil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave, 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,'  a  squire's  cloth* 
A  pantler,  not  so  eminent. 

Imo,  Profane  fellow ! 

Wert  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more* 
But  what  thou  art,  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignified  enough. 
Even  to  the  point  of  envy*  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,*  to  be  styl'd 
The  undey-hangman  of  his  kingdom ;  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  so  well. 

Cfo.  The  south-fog  rot  him ! 

P  —  to  verbal :]  i.  e.  So  verbose,  to  full  of  (a/fc.— JoaN50it. 

^ in  tetf -figured  knot;']  i.  e.  A  knot  formed  by  yourtelf — John  so  K. 

'  A  hilding  Jor  a  livery,']  i.  e.  A  low  fellow,  only-fit  to  wear  a  lively,  and  serre 
as  a  lacquey. — Malonb. 

• if 'twere  made 

Comparative  for  your  virtuet,]  If  it  were  considered  as  a  compensation  ode- 
quate  to  yoor  Tirtoes,  to  be  styled,  &c. — Malonk. 
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Jmo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance,  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meanest  garment. 
That  ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body,  is  dearer. 
In  my  respect,  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  such  men. — ^How  now,  Pisanio? 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Clo.  His  garment?  Now,  the  devil — 

Imo.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  presently : — 

Clo.  His  garment? 

Imo.  I  am  sprighted*  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  anger'd  worse  : — Go,  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  casually 
Hath  left  mine  arm ;  it  was  thy  master's :  'shrew  me. 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe.     I  do  think, 
I  saw't  this  morning  :  confident  I  am. 
Last  night  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kiss'd  it : 
I  hope,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

Pis.  'Twill  not  be  lost. 

Imo.  I  hope  so :  go,  and  search.  [Exit  Pis. 

Clo.  You  have  abus'd  me : — 

His  meanest  garment? 

Imo,  Ay ;  I  said  so,  sir. 

If  you  will  mak't  an  action,  call  witness  to't. 

Clo.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too : 

She's  my  good  lady  ;■  and  will  conceive,  I  hope. 
But  the  worst  of  me.     SoJ  leave  you,  sir. 
To  the  worst  of  discontent.  [Exii. 

Clo.  I'll  be  reveng'd : — 

His  meanest  garment? — Well.  [Exit. 

*  —  tprighted — 1  i.  e.  Haunted  a«  by  a  tpright, 

•  "  SVfmy  good  lady ;]  Thii  ii  laid  ironically.    My  good  lady  is  eqoiTalent  to 
my  good f rind, — Malonb. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Rome.     An  Apartment  in  Philario's  House. 

Enter  Posthumus  and  Philario. 

Post.  Fear  it  not,  sir ;  I  would,  I  were  so  sure 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi.  What  means  do  you  make  to  him? 

Post.  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
That  warmer  days  would  come  :  In  these  fear'd  hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love  ;  they  failing, 
I  must  die  much  your  debtor. 

Phi.  Your  very  goodness,  and  your  company. 
Overpays  all  I  can  do.     By  this,  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augustus  :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do  his  commission  throughly :  And,  I  think. 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearages, 
Or^  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  remembrance 
Is  yet  fresh  in  their  grief. 

Post.  I  do  believe, 

(Statist*  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be,) 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countrymen 
Are  men  more  order'd,  than  when  Julius  Csesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at :  Their  discipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make  known 
To  their  approvers,'  they  are  people,  such 
That  mend  upon  the  world. 

Enter  Iachimo. 

Phi.  See!  Iachimo? 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  jposted  you  by  land  : 

'  Or] — Uliere  used  for  «*«•. — Steevens. 

'  Status—]  i.  e.  StaUsman, 

1  To  thtir approwri,]  i.  e.  To  thorn  vihotn^Xhtm. 


338  CYMBELINK 

And  winds  of  all  the  comers  kiss'd  your  sails. 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

Phi.  Welcome,  sir. 

Post.  I  hope,  the  briefness  of  your  answer 
The  speediness  of  your  return. 

lack.  Your  lady 

Is  one  the  fairest  that  I  have  look'd  upon. 

Pott.  And  therewithal,  the  best ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  false  hearts. 
And  be  false  with  them. 

lach.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Post.  Their  tenour  good,  I  trust. 

lack.  Tis  vefy  like. 

Phi.  Was  Caius  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court. 
When  you  were  there  ? 

lack.  He  Was  expected  then. 

But  not  approach^. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet. — 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont?  or  is^t  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing  ? 

lack.  If  I  have  lost  it, 

I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold, 
ril  make  a  journey  twice  as  far,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sw^et  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post.  The  stone*s  too  hard  to  come  by. 

lack.  Not  &  whit. 

Your  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post.  Make  not,  sir. 

Your  loss  your  sport :  I  hope,  you  know  thai  we 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

lack.  Good  sir,  we  must. 

If  you  keep  covenant :  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  question  further :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour. 
Together  with  your  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 
Past.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
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Xhat  you  have  tasted  her  m  be4»  xay 
And  ling*  is  yoniB:  If  not,  tbe  feol  opinion 
Tou  had  of  her  pure  honour^  gains^  or  loses. 
Your  sword  or  mine ;  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

laeh.  Sir,  my  circumstances. 

Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them. 
Must  first  induce  jtm  to  believe :  whose  strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which,  I  doafat  not. 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Pott.  Proceed. 

lack.                                    First,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where,  I  confess,  I  slept _^BOt ;  but,  profess. 
Had  that  was  well  worth  watching,')  it  was  hanged 
With  tapestry  of  sitk  and  silver;  the  story 
Plroud  Cleopaitra,  when  she  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnas  sweU'd  shore  the  banks,  or  for 
The  press  of  boots,  or  pride :"-  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strivv 
In  workmanship,  and  value ;  which,  I  wonder'd. 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought. 
Since  the  true  life  on't  was 

Post.  This  is  true  ; 

And  this  you  might  haver  heard  of  here,  by  me. 
Or  by  some  other. 

lack.,  More  particulaf^ 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post.  So  they  must 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

lack'  The  chimney 

1b  south  the  chamber ;.  and  the  chimney-piece. 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing ;  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves:''  the  cutter 

« worth  vMtching,']  i.  e.  Worth  lying  awake  fir, — Maconb. 

^  And  Cydnut  noeU*d  above  the  banks,  or  for 
"Die  press  ^  boats,  or  pride :]  Tftrhimo*g  language  is  such  as  a  skilful  rillaiii- 
woild.naturaUv  use,  a  mixture  of  airy  triumph  and  serious  deposition.    Hii 
gaiety  shows  his  seriousness  to  be  without  anxiety,  and  his  seriousness  prores 
bis  gaie^  to  be  without  art. — Johnson.        .  , 

^  So  Uhely  to  report  thenuelvei:'\  So  near  to'  speech,    ifke  Rallans  call  a  por- 
trait, when  the  likeness  is  remarkable,  a  speaikng  picture. — Johhmk. 
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Was  as  another  nature,  dumb ;«  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  This  is  a  thing. 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap  ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

lack;  The  roof  o'the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted :  Her  andirons 
(I  had  forgot  them,)  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  oh  one  foot  standing,  nicely 
Depending  on  their  brands."^ 

Post,  This  is  her  honour ! — 

Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this,*  (and  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance,)  the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lack.  Then,  if  you  can, 

[Pulling  out  the  Bracelet. 
Be  pale ;  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel :  See ! — 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  It  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond  ;  I'll  keep  them. 

Post.  Jove ! — 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her  ? 

lack.  Sir,  (I  thank  her,)  that : 

She  stripped  it  from  her  arm ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift. 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too  :  She  gave  it  me,  and  said. 
She  priz'd  it  once. 

Post.  May  be,  she  pluck'd  it  off 

To  send  it  me. 

«  Woi  at  another  nature,  dumb ;]  The  meaning  it  this :  The  iculpter  wu  M 
nature,  but  bm  nature  dumb ;  he  gave  every  thing  that  nature  givat,  bat  breaik 
and  motion.     In  breath  is  included  speech.-— Jon  vsov. 

* . nicely 

Defyending  oti  their  brands.']  i.  e.  The  figures  of  the  Cupids  were  nicely  peiaed 
on  their  inverted  torches,  one  of  the  legs  of  each  being  taken  off  the  ground,  which 
rendered  such  a  support  necessary .-^STBByENs. 

•  — — — ^—  This  is  her  honour ! — 


jLct  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this,  &c.]  The  expression  is  h 
ladiimo  relates  many  particulars,  to  whidi  Posthumus  answen  with  in^ia- 

tieoce: 

"  This  is  her  honour  !'* 

That  is,  And  the  attainment  of  this  knowledge  ii  to  pass  for  the  oont^tiott  of 
her  honov* — Johnson. 
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lack.  She  writes  so  to  you  ?  doth  she  ? 

Post.  O,  no,  no,  no ;  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too; 

[Gives  the  Ring. 
It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye. 
Kills  me  to  look  on't : — Let  there  be  honour. 
Where  there  is  beauty ;  truth,  where  semblance ;  love. 
Where  there's  another  man :  The  vows  of  women' 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  they  are  made. 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues ;  which  is  nothing : — 
0,  above  measure  false ! 

•P^^  Have  patience,,  sir. 

And  take  your  ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable,  she  lost  it ;  or. 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  corrupted. 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her. 

Post.  *  Very  true ; 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  by't : — Back  my  ring ; — 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  her. 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

lack.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post.  Hark  you,  he  swears  ;  by  Jupiter  he  swears. 
Tis  true ; — ^nay,  keep  the  ring — ^*tis  true :  I  am  sure. 
She  would  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn,'  and  honourable : — ^They  induc'd  to  steal  it ! 
And  by  a  stranger ! — ^o,  he  hath  enjoy'd  her : 
The  cognizance^  of  her  incontinency 
Is  this, — she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly. — 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you ! 

PU.  Sir,  be  patient : 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believ'd 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of 

Post.  Never  talk  on't; 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

f  ^.^^The  vow$  of  women  — ]  The  loTe  Towedby  women  no  more  abides  with 
him  to  whom  it  i£  vowed,  than  women  adhere  to  their  virtue. — Johnsom . 

f sworn,']  It  was  anciently  the  costomfor  the  attendants  on  our  nobility 

and  other  great  personages  (as  it  is  now  for  the  servants  of  the  king),  to  take 
an  oath  of  fidelity,  on  their  entrance  into  office.  Even  now,  ever^  servant  of 
the  king's  is  sworn  in  at  his  first  appointment,  before  a  gentleman  usher,  at  the 
lord  chamberlain's  office. — PxncY. 

^  Tht  cognistmee-^']  i  e.  7^  badge ;  the  token ;  the  vmbU  proDf.— Johnsok. 

VOX.    Vll.  R 
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lack.  If  you  seek 

For  farther  satisfying,  under  her  breast 
(Worthy  the  pressing,)  lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging :  By  my  life, 
I  kiss'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.    You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her? 

Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 

Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

lack.  Will  you  hear  more  ? 

Post,  Spare  your  arithmetick :  never  coiint  the  turns ; 
Once,  and  a  million ! 
lach^  m  be  sworn, — 

Post.  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done*t,  you  lie ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

lach.  I  will  deny  nothing. 

Post.  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  het  IHj^bmeal ! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't :  i'the  court ;  before 

Her  fitther : — I'll  do  something [Exit. 

Phi.  Quite  besides 

The  government  of  patience ! — You  have  won : 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert^  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself. 
lack.  With  all  my  heart.       lExtunt. 

SCENE  V. 

The  same.    Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Posthumus. 

Post.  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  woaien 
Must  be  half-workers  ?    We  are  bastards  all ; 
And  that  most  venerable  man,  which  I 
Bid  cdl  my  fkAer,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamp*d ;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  seem'd 

* fsnmt-^]  For  Mtrt. 
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Kan  of  that  tim^:  so  doth  my  wife 
onpareil  of  this. — O  vengeance^  yengeance  ! 
*  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrain'd, 
>ray*d  me^  oft,  forbearance :  did  it  with 
lency  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on't 
t  well  have  warm'd  old  Satom ;  that  I  thought  her 
laste  as  unsunn'd  snow : — O,  all  the  devils ! — 
jfellow  lachimo,  in  an  hour, — ^was't  not  ? — 
18, — at  first :  Perchance  he  spoke  not ;  but, 
a  fuU-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 
,  oh  !  and  mounted  :  found  no  opposition 
rhat  he  look'd  for  should  oppose,  and  she 
Id  from  encounter  guard.    Could  I  find  out 
iroman's  part  in  me !    For  th^e's  no  motion 
tends  to  vice  in  man,  but  I  affirm 
the  woman's  part :  Be  it  lying,  note  it, 
voman's ;  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hers ; 
and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers ;  revenges,  hers ; 
itionSj  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 
longii|lg8>  slanders,  mutability, 
kults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 
,  hers,  in  part,  or  all ;  but  rather,  all : 
ven  to  vice 

are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 
vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 
lalf  so  old  as  that.    FU  write  against  them, 
St  them,  curse  them : — Yet  'tis  greater  skill 
true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 
rery  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit. 

ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — Britain.     A  Room  of  State  in 
Cymbeline's  Palace. 

r  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  and  Lords,  at  one 
or;  and  at  another.  Cm  us  Lucius,  and  Attendants. 

pn.  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Csesar  with  us  ? 
tic.  When  Julius  Casar  (whose  remembrance  yet 

r2 
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Lives  in  men's  eyes ;  and  will  to  ears  and  tongnes. 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever,)  was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle,^ 
(Famous  in  Caesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats,  deserving  it,)  forjiim. 
And  his  succession,  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds ;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  unteuder'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  CeBsars, 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  will  nothing  pay. 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen,  That  opportunity. 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  resume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  sir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  ancestors ;  together  with 
^  The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle  :  which  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  pailed  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable,  and  roaring  waters ; 
With  sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats. 
But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast     A  kind  of  conquest 
C»sar  made  here ;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  saw,  and  overcame:  with  shame 
(The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him,)  he  was  carried 
From  off  our  coast,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  shipping, 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles !)  on  our  terrible  seas. 
Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges,  crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks :  For  joy  whereof. 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglot  fortune  H)  to  master  Csesar^s  sword," 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright. 
And  Britons  strut  with  courage. 

Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid :  Our 


^ thim  unelt,']  Cufibelan  was  great  uncle  to  Cymbeline,  who  wm  mb 

to  Tenanfioff  the  nephew  of  Cassibelan. — BIalomb* 

I  0,  gigitifmrtunt  f]  O  false  and  inconstant  fortune !  A  giglot  was  a  stnim- 
pet — Malonb. 

■ to  moittr  CMor'i  fvorrfj  Shakspeare  has  transferred  to  CasBibelan 

MO  Mdrnton  which  happened  to  nis  brotMr  Nennius. — ^Malomb. 
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kingdom  is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time ;  and^  at  I 
said,  there  is  no  more  such  Caesars :  other  of  them  may 
have  crooked  noses;  but,  to  owe  such  straight  arms, 
none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo,  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  bard  as 
Cassibelan:  I  do  not  say,  I  am  one ;  but  I  have  a  hand. 
— Why  tribute?  why  should  we  pay  tribute?  If  Caesar 
can  hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the  moon 
in  his  pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light ;  else,  sir, 
no  more  ttibute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym.  You  must  know. 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free :  Caesar's  ambition, 
(Which  sweird  so  much,  that  it  did  almost  stretch 
The  sides  o'the  world,)  against  all  colour,'*  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon  us ;  which  to  shake  off. 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be.    We  do  say  then  to  Caesar, 
Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws  ;  (whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 
Hath  too  much  mangled  :  whose  repair,  and  franchise. 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed. 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry ;)  Mulmutius, 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Luc.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline^ 

That^I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar 
(Caesar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  servants,  than 
Thyself  domestick  officers,)  thine  enemy : 
Receive  it  from  me,  then : — ^War,  and  confusion. 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted : — ^Thus  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Cym.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caius. 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me  ;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  him ;  of  him  I  gather'd  honour ; 
Which  he,  to  seek  of  me  again^  perforce, 

" againtt  all  coUmr,]  Without  any  ptetcuce  ot  n^V» — ^3^1^.^%^'*% 
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Behores  ine  to  keep  at  utterance  f  I  am  perfect/ 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms  '^  a  precedent 
Which,  not  to  read,  would  show  the  Britons  cold  : 
So  Caesar  shall  not  find  them. 

Luc.  Let  proof  speak. 

•  C&>.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pastime 
with  us  a  day,  or  two,  longer :  If  you  seek  us  afterwards 
in  other  terms,  you  shall  find  us  in  our  salt-water  girdle : 
if  you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours  ;  if  you  fall  in  the  ad- 
venture, our  crows  shall  fare  the  better  for  you;  and 
there's  an  end. 

Luc.  So,  sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Pis.  How!  of  adultery?  Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monster's  her  accuser  ? — Leonatus  ! 
O,  master !  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear  ?  What  false  Italian 
(As  poisonous  tougue'd,  as  handed,')  hath  prevail'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing  ? — Disloyal  ?  No : 
She's  punish'd  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 
As  would  take  in  some  virtue.* — O,  my  master ! 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were 

*  — ^  hup  at  uUirone§ ;]  i.  e.  Keep  at  the  extremity  of  dtfumee^  Combat  a 
ouiraneo  ii  a  desperate  fight,  that  must  conclude  with  the  life  of  one  of  the  com- 
batants.— Stbbtbns. 

P  —  I  am  perfect,']  i.  e.  I  am  well  infonned.^^JoHNsoN. 
4  Thai  the  Pantunuani  and  DaUnatiaim^or 
Their  Ubertim,  are  now  in  armt:]  This  insurrection  happened  not  in  the 
reign  of  CTmbeli&e^  but  in  diat  of  his  father  Tenantins.— Ma  lonb. 
'  —  WhatfaUe  Italian 

(At  poitonou^tongui^df  as  handed,)"]  About  Shakspeare*s  time  the  pr^ictice 
of  poisoning  was  Tery  common  in  Italy,  and  the  suspicion  of  Italian  poijons 
yet  more  conmion. — Johnson. 

*  —  IsAy  m  tome  virttie,]  To  take  in  a  town,  is  to  eompier  it.— Jqh kson. 
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Thy  forttmeB. — How!  that  I  should  murder  her? 

Upon  the  love,  and  troth,  aad  vows,  which  I 

Hare  made  to  thy  command  ? — I,  her? — her  blood? 

If  it  be  80  to  do  good  service,  never 

Let  me  be  counted  serviceable*     How  look  I, 

That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity. 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  too  ?  Do't:  The  letter 

[Reading. 
ThuU  I  hone  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 
Shall  give  thee  opportunity : — O  damn'd  ps^er ! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee !  Senseless  bauble. 
Art  thou  a  foedary*  for  this  act,  and  look'st 
So  virgin-like  without?  Lo  here  she  comes. 

Enter  Imogen. 

I  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded."* 

Imo.  How  now,  Pisanio  ? 

Pis,  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo.  Who?  thy  lord?  thatismylor^?  Leonatus? 
O,  leam'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer. 
That  knew  the  stars,  as  I  his  characters  ; 
He'd  lay  the  future  open. — You  good  gods. 
Let  what  is  here  contain'd  relish  of  love. 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not. 
That  we  two  are  asunder,  let  that  grieve  him, — 
(Some  griefs  are  med'cinable ;)  that  is  one  of  them. 
For  it  doth  physick  love  ;* — of  his  content^ 
All  but  in  that  !^ — Good  wax,  thy  leave  : — Bless'd  be. 
You  bees,  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel!  Lovers, 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds,  pray  not  alike ; 
Though  forfeiters  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables. — Good  news,  gods ! 

[Reads. 

Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he  take  me  m  his 
dominion,  could  not  be  so  cruel  to  me,  as  you,  O  the  dearest  of 
creatures,  would  not  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  .  Take 

t  _  afcedary — ]  i.  e.  A  ecnfederaU,  or  aeeompUee. 

*  I  am  ignormnt  in  what  I  am  eomwumded*']  i.  e.  I  am  unpractised  in  the  arts 
of  murder. — Stbbvbns. 

*  Far  it  doth  phytidc  Uw;]  Tha^  it,  grief  for  absence  keeps  love  in  health 
and  Tigour. — Johnson. 
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mtice,  that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford-Haven :  If  hat 
your  own  hve  will,  out  of  this,  advise  you,  follow.  So,  he 
wishes  you  all  happiness,  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and 
your  increasing  in  love,  Leon  atus  Posthum us. 

O,  for  a  horse  with  wings ! — Hear'st  thou,  Pisanio  ? 

He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  Read,  and  tell  me 

How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 

May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 

Glide  thither  in  a  day  ? — ^Then,  true,  Pisanio, 

(Who  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord ;  who  longest, — 

O,  let  me  'bate, — but  not  like  me : — ^yet  long'st, — 

But  in  a  fainter  kind — O,  not  like  me ; 

For  mine's  beyond  beyond,)  say,  and  speak  thick, 

(Love's  counsellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hearing. 

To  the  smothering  of  the  sense,)  how  far  it  is 

To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  And,  by  the  way. 

Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 

To  inherit  such  a  jiaven  :  But,  first  of  all. 

How  we  may  steal  from  hence  ;  and,  for  the  gap 

That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-going. 

And  our  return,  to  excuse : — but  first,  how  get  hence : 

Why  should  excuse  be  born  or  e'er  begot  V 

We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     Pr'ythee,  speak, 

How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 

Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pis.  One  score,  'twixt  sun  and  sun. 

Madam,  's  enough  for  you ;  and  t6o  much  too. 

Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution,  man. 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 

That  run  i'the  clock's  behalf : But  this  is  foolery : 

Go,  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 

She'll  home  to  her  father:  and  provide  me,  presently, 

A  riding  suit ;  no  costlier  thto  would  fit 

A  franklin's'  housewife. 

Pis,  Madam,  you're  best  consider, 

1  Why  ikould  €xeuu  b€  bom  or  <'<r  bogotl]  Why  should  I  contrive  an  eicnst » 
before  the  act  is  done,  for  which  excuse  will  be  necessary  1 — Ma  lone. 

I  ..-^yronfc/tii — ]  i.  e.  A  freeholder  or  yeoman,  one  above  a  vassal  or  villauif 
but  not  a  gentleman.— Narss. 
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Imo.  I  see  before  me,  man^  nor  here,  nor  here. 
Nor  what  ensues ;'  but  have  a  fog  in  them. 
That  I  t^uinot  look  through.     Away,  I  pr'ythee ; 
Do  as  I  bid  thee :  There's  no  more  to  say ; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [ExeunL 

SCENE  III, 

Wales.     A  mountainous  Country,  with  a  Cave. 

Enter  Bblarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof's  at  low  as  ours !  Stoop,  boys :  This  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens;  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office :  The  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high,  that  giants  may  jet*  through 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,^  without 
Good  morrow  to  the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven ! 
We  house  i'the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Gift.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Jlrv.  Hail,  heaven ! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain  sport :  Up  to  yon  hill, 
Yoyr  legs  are  young ;  TU  tread  these  flats.     Consider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow. 
That  it  is  place,  which  lessens,  and  sets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve,  what  tales  I  have  told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  princes,  ot  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service,  so  being  done, 
Bilt  being  so  allow'd:<^  To  apprehend  thus. 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see : 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 

*  J  lef  befon  me,  tnaftf  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  vnat  entuet ;]  i.  e.  The  way  to  Milford  brfore  me  is  alone  clear  and  open, 
and  I  see  neither  here,  nor  here,  i.  e.^either  to  the  right,  or  to  the  left,  nor  vohiU 
muuee,  i.  e.  nor  behind  me. — M.  Mason  and  Malons. 

• jet — ]  i.  e.  Strut,  voaUc  proudly, 

^ their  impious  turbandt  on,"]  The  idea  of  a  pant  was,  among  the  readers 

of  romances,  who  were  almost  all  the  readers  of  those  times,  always  confounded 
with  that  of  a  Saracen. — Johnson. 

e  Thit  service  is  not  service,  &c.]  It  is  not  sufficient  to  do  duty  well ;  the  ad- 
vantage rises  not  from  the  act,  out  the  acceptance  of  the  act.  This  service 
means  any  particular  service.  The  obeenration  relates  to  the  conrt  as  well  as 
to  war. — Johnson  andMALONB. 
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The  sharded  beetle^  in  a  i^afer  hold 
Than  is  the  fuU-wing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check  ;* 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe ;' 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk  : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them  fine. 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncross'd :  no  life  to  ours.' 

GuL  Out  of  your  proof  you  speak :  we,  poor  unfledg'd, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'the  nest ;  nor  know  not 
What  air's  from  home.     Haply,  this  life  is  best. 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you. 
That  have  a  sharper  known ;  will  corresponding 
With  your  stiff  age :  but,  unto  us,  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed  ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit.^ 

Arv.  What  should  we  speak  of,' 

When  we  are  old  as  you  ?  when  we  ^haU  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how^ 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away  ?  We  have  seen  nothing  : 
We  are  beastly ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey 
Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valve  is,  to  chase  what  flies ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison^  bird. 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

BeL  How  you. speak! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries, 

*  Thg  tkardtd  beetle — 1  i.  e.  The  beeUe  whose  wings  ar«  enolosed  wickimtwo 
dry  huakt  or  thardt, — STXBVBift. 

«  —  a  eheek;"]  i.  e.  Areproqf, — ^Todd. 

' Than  dmng  not^ng/w  a  bebe ;]  As  it  was  once  tlie  castomin  EnglaBd 

for  faTourites  at  court  to  beg  the  wardship  of  infants  who  were  bom  to  great 
riches,  our  author  may  aUude  to  it  on  this  occasion.  Frequent  complaints  wen 
made  that  nothing  wu  done  towards  the  education  of  those  neglected  onhaas* 
— Stbitbns.  This  note  is  retained  becaose,  according  to  the  present  reaooBg,  it 
affords  the  only  intelligible  *»— «i«g :  but  Dr.  Johnson  has  proposed  to  nad 
bnbe,  i.  e.  a  badge  of  honour.  Of  which  emendation  Archdeacon  Nares  saji, 
"  I  know  no  instance  of  the  use  of  the  word,  otherwise  the  conjecture  is  sink- 
ing; and  the  affectation  of  that  time  was  like  enouch  to  present  Shakspeare, 
in  some  place  or  another,  with  the  Greek  word  ff^aptTet  anglicised." 

f no  lifs  to  ouu :]  i.  e.  Compared  with  ourt» — Stbb raNS. 

^  To  ibride  a  limit,]  To  overpass  his  bound. — Johnson. 

>  mfhat  Aeuld  we  tpeak  of  J  This  dread  of  an  old  age,  unsi4>plied  with  mat- 
ter for  discMiiie  and  meditation,  is  a  sentiment  natural  and  noUe.  No  st^ 
can  he  more  destitute  than  that  of  him,  who,  when  the  delights  of  sense  fonaks 
him,  Juu  no  pleasures  of  the  mind. — Jobv%ox* 
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And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  o'the  courts 

As  hard  to  leave^  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 

Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery^  that 

The  fear's  as  bad  as  falling :  the  toil  of  the  war, 

A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 

rthe  name  of  fame,  and  honour ;  which  dies  i'the  search 

And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph. 

As  record  of  fair  act;  nay,  many  times. 

Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what's  worse. 

Must  court'sey  at  the  censure  : — O,  boys,  this  story 

The  world  may  read  in  me :   My  body's  mark'd 

With  Roman  swords ;  and  my  report  was  once 

First  with  the  best  of  note :  Cymbeline  lov'd  me ; 

And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 

Was  not  far  off :  Then  was  I  as  a  tree. 

Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but,  in  one  night, 

A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 

Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 

And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Gill.  Uncertain  favour ! 

Bel.  My  fault  being  nothing  (as  I  have  told  you  oft,) 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  false  oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans  :  so. 
Followed  my  banishment;  and,  this  twenty  years. 
This  rock,  and  these  demesnes,  have  been  my  world : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  time. — But,  up  to  the  mountains ; 
This  is  not  hunters'  language : — He,  that  strikes 
The  venison  first,  shall  be  the  lord  o'the  feast; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.    Ill  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

^Exeunt  Gui.  and  Arv. 
How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature! 
These  boys  know  little,  they  are  sons  to  the  king ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  diink,  they  are  mine  :  and,  though  train'd  up  thu$ 
meanly 
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rthe  cave>  wherein  they  bow/ their  thoughts  do  hit 

The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them, 

In  simple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it,  much 

Beyond  the  trick  of  others.    This  Polydore, — 

The  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  britain,  whom 

The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius, — ^Jove  ! 

When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit,  and  tell 

The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out 

Into  my  story :  say, — Thus  mine  enemy  fell: 

And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on  his  neck ;  even  then 

The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats, 

.Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in  posture 

That  acts  my  words.    The  younger  brother,  Cadwal, 

(Once  Arvir&gus,)  in  as  like  a  figure. 

Strikes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 

His  own  conceiving.     Hark !  the  game  is  roused ! — 

O  Cymbeline !  heaven,  and  my  conscience,  knows. 

Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me  :    whereon, 

At  three,  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  thpse  babes  ;^ 

Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 

Thou  reft'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 

Thou  wast  their  nurse ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave  f 

Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd. 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game  is  up.        [Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Near  Milford-Haven. 

JSn/erPisANio  and  Imogen. 

Imo,  Thou  told'st  me,  when,  we  came  from  horse,  the 
place 
Was  near  at  hand  : — Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now : — Pisanio  !  Man ! 
Where  is  Posth&mus  ?    What  is  in  thy  mind, 

k  —  I  itoU  then  hahet ;]  Shalupeare  leems  to  intend  BaUriui  for  a  good 
character*  yet  he  makes  him  forget  tne  injury  which  he  has  done  to  the  yooof 

princes,  whom  he  h^rohhed  of  a  kingdom,  only  to  roh  their  father  of  heirs. 

The  latter  part  of  this  soliloquy  is  wm  inartificial,  there  being  no  particiitar 
reason  wh^  Belarius  should  now  tell  to  himself  what  he  could  not  know  better 
by  telling  it« — Johnson. 
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That  makes  thee  stare  thus?    Wherefore  breaks  that 

sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee  ?    One,  but  painted  thus. 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication :  Put  thyself^ 
Into  a  haviour^  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
Vanquished  my  staider  senses.     What's  the  matter? 
Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender  ?     If  it  be  summer  news. 
Smile  to't  before .  If  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still. — My  husband's  hand ! 
That  drug-damn'd"  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him. 
And  he's  at  some  hard  point. — Speak,  man;  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pis.  Please  you,  read ; 

And  you  shall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 

Ifno.  [reads.]  Xhy  mistress^  Pisanio,  hath  played  the 
itrumpet  in  my  bed ;  the  testimonies  whereof  lie  bleeding  in 
me*  I  tpedk  not  out  of  weak  surmises:  but  from  pro(f  as 
strong  as  my  grief  and  as  certain  as  I  expect  my  revenge. 
That  part,  thou,  Pisanio,  must  act  for  me,  if  thy  faith  be  not 
tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers.  Let  thine  own  hands  take 
away  her  life :  I  shall  give  thee  opportunities  at  Milford- 
Haven :  she  hath  my  letter  for  the  purpose :  Where,  if  thou 
fear  to  strike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the 
pander  to  her  dishonour,  and  equally  to  me  disloyal. 

Pis.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword  ?  the  paper 
Hath  cut  her  throat  already.     No,  'tis  slander ; 
Whose  edge  is  sharper  than  the  sword ;  whose  tongue 
Outvenoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile  ;°  whose  breath 
Bides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
AH  comers  of  the  world :  kings,  queens,  and  stages,*" 

1 haviaur — "]  This  word,  Aff  often  as  it  ocean  in  Shakspeaze,  should  not 

be  printed  as  an  abbreviation  of  behamour,    Haviour  was  a  word  coaunonly 
used  in  his  time. — Stbevbms. 
.  ■ 'drug'damn*d — ]    This  is  another  alhision  to  ItaUan  poisons^— 

JoBNfiON. 

■ warms  of  Nile ;]  i.  e.  Serpenu  rf  Nik.    Serpents  and  dragons  by  the 

old  writers  were  called  worms. — Stbbvrns. 
• fUtiit,']  Persons  of  highest  rank. 
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Maids^  matrons^  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 

This  viperous  slander  enters. — ^What  cheer,  madam? 

Imo.  False  to  his  bed !    What  is  it,  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him  ? 
To  weep  Hwixt  clock  and  clock  ?  if  sleep  charge  nature. 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him. 
And  cry  myself  awake  ?  that's  false  to  his  bed  ? 
Is  it? 

Pis.  Alasy  good  lady ! 

Imo.  I  false  ?    Thy  conscience  witness  .* — lachimo. 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency; 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks. 
Thy  favour*s  good  enoughs — Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting,?  haUi  betray'd  him : 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And,  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls,^ 
I  must  be  ripp'd  : — to  pieces  with  me ! — O, 
Men's  vows  are  women's  traitors !    All  good  seeming. 
By  thy  revolt,  O  husband,  shall  be  thought 
Put  on  for  villainy;  not  born,  where't  grows ; 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pi$.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Jmo.  True  honest  men,  being  heard,  like  false  ^^neas, 
Were,  in  his  time,  thought  fcdse  :  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Did  acandal  many  a  holy  tear;  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness :  So,  thou,  PoBtii6miia/ 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men ;' 
Goodly,  and  gallant,  shall  be  false,  and  peijur'd 
From  thy  great  iail. — Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honest: 
Do  thou  thy  master's  bidding :  When  tboa  see'at  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience :  Look  I 
I  draw  the  swotd  myself:  take  it;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 


mot  «f  amfeuBB,  but  of  psmtin^.  In  this  Moie  paintutg  may  not  be  tmpropcily 
termed  ber  mothir, — ^Johnson. 

4 to  kmng  by  At  iMiii  J  i.  e.  To  be  kung  up  as  useless  among  Uie  neg- 
lected contents  of  a  wirdrobe, — Stbbvens. 

r  Wikimftktlmmnan*Ufrap§rmeH;  &c.]  i.e.Wilt  infect  and  corropt  tbeir 
good  name,  (like  sour  dougb  tbat  leavenetb  tbe  whole  maas,)  and  wflt  lendar 
them  suspected. — Upton. 
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Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was,  indeed. 
The  riches  of  it:  Do  his  bidding;  strike. 
Thou  may'st  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause ; 
^ut  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pis.  Hence,  vile  instrument! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand« 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's :  Against  self^slaughtef 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine. 
That  cravens  my  weak  hand.*    Come,  here's  my  heart ; 
Something's  afore't : — Soft,  soft ;  we'll  no  defence ; 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard. — What  is  here  ? 
The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus, 
All  tum'd  to  heresy?    Away,  away. 
Corrupters  of  my  faith !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart !    Thus  may  poor  finds 
Believe  false  teachers :  Though  those  that  are  betray'd 
Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe. 
And  thou,  Posthfimus,  thou  that  didst  set  up 
My  disobedience  'gainst  the  king  my  father. 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness  :  and  I  grieve  myself. 
To  think,  when  thou.shfdt  be  disedg'd  by  her 
That  now  thou  tir'st  on,*  how  thy  memory 
Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me. — Pr'ythee,  despatch : 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher :  Where's  thy  knife? 
Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding. 
When  I  deaice  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  lady, 

Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Itno.  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  I'll  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 

*  7^  eraveiu  my  vMok  hand,!  i.  e.  Makes  me  a  coward. — Pops. 

*  That  now  thou  thr'tt  on,]  A  hawk  U  said  to  tirt  upon  that  which  she  peeks  ', 
from  tirtr,  Tttnck.-^^Jonmov* 
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Imo.  Wherefore  then 

Didst  undertake  it?    Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence?  this  place? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own  ?  our  horses'  labour  ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturbed  courts 
For  my  being  absent  ?  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return  ?    Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far. 
To  be  unbent^"  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand. 
The  elected  deer  before  thee  ? 

PU.  But  to  win  time ; 

To  lose  so  bad  employment:  in  the* which 
I  have  considered  of  a  course  ;  Good  lady. 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo,  Talk  thy  tongue  weary;  speak: 

I  have  heard,  I  am  a  strumpet ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound, 
Kor  tent,  to  bottom  that.     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. . 

Imo.  Most  like; 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pu^  Not  so,  neither : 

But  if  I  were  as.  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.    It  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  master  is  abus'd  : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art. 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury. . 
tmo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 
Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 

I'll  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it  :for  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  You  shall  be  missed  at  court. 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it 

Imo.  Why,  good  fellow. 

What  shall  I  do  the  while  ?   Where  bide?    How  live? 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  ? 
Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court, — 

Imo.  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 

•Toh€  wibiiit  J  To  have  thy  bow  unbent ;  alladiof  to  n  hvntor.— Joavaoib 
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With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing  : 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court. 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide« 

Imo.  Where  then  ? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines  ?    Day,  night. 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain  ?    Fthe  world's  voluma 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it ; 
In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest ;  Pr'ythee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  most  glad 

You  think  of  other  place.    The  embassador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haven 
To-morrow  ;  Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is  f  and  but  disguise 
That,  which,  to  appear  iti  el|L  must  not  yet  be. 
But  by  self-danger ;  youS»Dould  tread  a  course 
Pretty,  and  full  of  view  :^  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus :  so  nigh,  at  least. 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear^ 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Imo,  O,  for  such  means ! 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty^  not  death  on't, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here's  the  points 

You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman;  change 
Command  into  obedience;  fear,  and  niceness, 
<The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly. 
Woman  its  pretty  self,)  into  a  waggish  courage ; 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer'd,  saucy;  and 
As  quarrellous  as  the  weasel  i^  nay,  you  must 

^  anind 

Dark  at  your  fortune  is ;]  To  wear  a  dark  wUnd,  is  to  cari^  a  mind  imiMoe^ 
tiable  to  the  seaidi  of  others.  Darkness  applied  to  the  mind  is  Mersey ;  a^^ed 
to  ihe future  is  obscurity :  the  next  lines  are  obscure.  You  mutt,  says  Pisaaie, 
disguise  that  greatness,  tokieh  to  appear  hereafter  tn  its  proper  form,  cannot  yet 
Bppear  without  great  danger  to  itself. — ^Johnso-n. 

w fiiU  afvisw :]  i.  e.  Affording  an  ample  prospect, — Stbbvkns. 

*  As  qudrrelUius  as  the  weasel :]  Thu  character  of  the  weatel  is  not  warranted 
hy  natiualists.  Weasels,  however,  were  formerly  kept  in  houses  instead  of -catSj, 
for  the  purpose  of  kiUiug  vermin. — Stbbvbni. 

VOL.  VJJ.  S 
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Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek. 
Exposing  it  (but^  O^  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack  no  remedy !)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common  kissing  Titan :  and  forget 
Your  laboursome  and  dainty  trims^  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 

I  see  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 

Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, 
(Tis  in  my  cloak-bag,)  doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
That  answer  to  them :  Would  you,  in  their  serving. 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
^Present  yourself,  desire  his*  service>  tell  htm 
Wherein  you  are   happy,^  (which  you'll  make  him 

know, 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  musick,)  doubtless 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he's  honourable. 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.    Your  means  abroad' 
You  have  me,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Beginning,  nor  supplyment. 

Imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away; 
There's  more  to  be  consider'd  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us  :  This  attempt 
I'm  soldier  to,*  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.    Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pi$.  Well,  madaniy  we  must  take  a  short  farewell ; 
Lest,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.     My  noble  mistress. 
Here  is  a  box :  I  had  it  from  the  queen ; 
What's  in't  is  precious ;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea, 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade, 

y  Whertin  t/ou  art  /^ppi/,]  i.  e.  Whtrein  you  are  aceompUthed, — Stekten*. 

*  Your  means  abroad,  Uc]  As  for  your  sulwistence  abroad,  you  may  rely  on 
■le.— Ma  LOME. 

*  Pm  soldkr  to,]  Equivalent  to  the  modem  cant  phrase— I  am  vpioU;  i«e. 
I  ha?e  ability  for  it. — SrsEVEifg. 
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And  fit  you  to  your  manhood : — May  the  god« 
Direct  you  to  die  best ! 
Itno.  Amen :  ( thank  thee.    [Exenmi. 

SCENE  V. 
A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lvcivs,  and  Lord«. 

Cym.  Thus  far ;  and  so  farewell. 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  sir.  - 

My  emperor  hath  wrote ;  I  must  from  hence ; 
And  am  right  sorry,  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  subjects,  sir. 

Will  not  endure  his  yoke ;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they,  must  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Luc.  So,  sir,  I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over  land  to  Milford-Haven, — 
Madam,  all  joy  befkl  your  grace,  and  you  !** — 

Cym,  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that  office; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit : — 
So  farewell^  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clo.  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc,  Sir,  the  event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  Fare  you  well. 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good  my  lords. 
Till  he  have  crossed  the  Severn. — Happiness  ! 

lExeunt  Lucius,  and  Lords. 

Queen.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours  us. 
That  wc  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo.  Tis  all  the  better ; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

Cym.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely, 
.  Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readiness  : 

*  —  you  f]  Perhaps  we  should  read  yowrs,  i,  e.  your  relations. — Stemvesa. 

s2 
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The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Qallia 

Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head*  from  whence  he  mores 

His  war  for  Britain. 

Queen.  Tis  not  sleepy  business ; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen. 
Where  is  our  daughter?  She  hath  not  appear *d 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day :  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty : 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  us ;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance. 

[Exit  an  Attendant 

Queen,  Royal  sir. 

Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retired 
Hath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
Tis  time  must  do.     'Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her :  She's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes. 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant. 

Cym,  Where  is  she,  sir  ?  How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd  ? 

Atten,  Please  you,  sir. 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there's  no  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we  make. 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close ; 
Whereto  constrained  by  her  infirmity. 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you, 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory.  . 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd? 

Not  seen  of  late  ?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which  I  fear. 
Prove  false !  [Exit. 

Queen.  Son,  I  say,  follow  the  king. 
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Clo.  That  man  of  here^  Pisanio,  her  old  senrant^ 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. — 

lExit  Clotbn. 
Pisanio>  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posth6mu8 ! — > 
He  hath  a  drag  of  mine ;  I  pray,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  prepious.    But  for  her. 
Where  is  she  gone?  Haply,  despair  hath  seiz'd  her; 
Or,  wingM  with  favour  of  her  love,  she's  flown 
To  her  desirM  Posthfimus :  Gone  she  is 
To  death,  or  to  dishonour ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  She  being  down, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  Britii^h  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son  ? 

C/b.  Tis  certain,  she  is  fled : 

Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king;  he  rages;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  May 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day  !® 

[ExU  Queen. 

Clo.  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  she's  fair  and  royal ; 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquisite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman  ;*'  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded. 
Outsells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore ;  But, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthfimus,  slanders  so  her  judgment. 
That  what's  else  rare,  is  chok'd ;  and,  in  that  point, 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed. 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For,  when  fools 


May 


Thii  night  forettaU  him  of  the  coming  day  f]  i.  e.  May  his  grief  this  night 
pierent  him  from  ever  seeing  another  day,  by  an  anticipated  and  prematore 
dettruction ! — Malonk. 
^  And  that  the  hath  all  courtly  parts  mart  exquisite 

Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;]   She  has  aU  courtly  parts,  says  he,  more  exjuitUe 
than  any  lady,  than  all  ladies,  than  all  icofiuiii'ciiid.'*-JoHNgoN. 
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Enter  Pisanio.  « 

Shall — ^Who  is  here  ?  What !  are  you  packing,  mrrah  ? 
Come  hither  :  Ah,  you  precious  pander !  Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  In  a  word ;  or  else 
Thou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good mylordf 

Cfo.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  by  Jupiter 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 
I'll  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  she  with  Posth6mus  ? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord. 

How  can  she  be  with  him  ?  When  was  she  missed  ? 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clo.  Where  is  she,  sir  ?  Come  nearer; 

No  further  halting :  satisfy  me  home. 
What  is  become  of  her  ? 

Pis.  O,  my  all-worthy  lord  f 

Clo.  All-worthy  villain  I 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is,  at  once. 
At  the  next  word, — No  more  of  worthy  lord, — 
Speak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Pis.  Then,  sir. 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight.  [Presenting  a  Letter. 

Clo»  ^         Let's  see't: — I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis.  Or  this,  or  perish.""^ 

She's  far  enough  -,  and  what  he  learns  by  this>  >  Aside. 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  ^ 

Ch.  Humph ! 

Pis.  I'll  write  to  my  lord  she's  dead.    O  Imogen, 
Safe  may'st  thou  wander,  safe  return  again !  [Aside. 

Clo.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

•  —  Or  this,  or  perish.]  i.  e.  I  moflt  either  practiie  this  deceit  opon  Clotetr 
or  perish  by  his  fiuy. — Maloki. 
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Pis.  So,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  It  is  Posthdmus'  hand ;  I  know't. — Sirrah,  if  thou 
would'st  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service;  undergo 
those  employments,  wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use 
thee,  with  a  serious  indusiryir^that  is,  what  villainy  soe'er 
I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it,  directly  and  truly, — ^I  would 
think  thee  an  honest  man;  thou  shouldest  neither  want 
my  means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment 

Pis.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Ch.  Wilt  thou  serve  me  ?  For  since  patiently  and  con- 
stantly thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
Posthumus,  thou  canst  not  in  the  course  of  gratitude  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine.     Wilt  thou  serve  me  ? 

Pis.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clo,  Oire  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purse.  Hast  any  of 
thy  late  master's  garments  in  thy  possession  ? 

Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same  suit  he 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  mistress. 

Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch  that  suit 
hither :  let  it  be  thy  first  service ;  go. 

Pis.  I  shall,  my  lord.  lExit. 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven : — I  forgot  to  ask 
him  one  thing ;  I'll  remember't  anon  :^— Even  therd  thou 
villain,  .Posthumus,  will  I  kill  thee. — I  would,  these  ]gar- 
ments  were  come.  She  said  upon  a  time,  (the  bitterness 
of  it  I  now  belch  from  my  heart,)  that  she  held  the  very 
garment  of  Posthumus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and 
natural  person,  together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qua- 
lities. With  that  suit  upon  my  back,  will  I  ravish  her  : 
First  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes ;  there  shall  she  see  my  va- 
lour, which  will  then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He 
on  the  ground,  my  speech  of  insultment  ended  on  his 
dead  body, — and  when  my  lust  hath  dined  (which,  as  I 
say,  to  vex  her,  I  will  execute  in  the  clothes  that  she  so 
praised,)  to  the  court  I'll  knock  her  back,  foot  her  home 
again.  She  hath  despised  me  rejoicingly,  and  I'll  be 
merry  in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio^  with  the  Clothes. 
Be  those  the  garments  ? 
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Pis,  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 

Clo.  How  long  is't  since  she  went  to  Milford-Havenr  ? 

Pis.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet. 

Clo.  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber;  that  is  the 
second  thing  that  I  have  commanded  thee  :  the  third  is, 
that  thou  wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  design.  Be  but 
duteous,  and  true  preferment  shall  tender  itself  to  thee. — 
My  revenge  is  now  at  Milford  ;*  'Would  I  bad  wings  to 
follow  it !— Come,  and  be  true.  [Exit. 

Pis.  Thou  bidd*Bt  me  to  my  loss :  for,  true  to  Aee, 
Were  to  prove  false,  which  I  will  never  be. 
To  him  that  is  most  true.'    To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pursu'st.    Flow,  flow. 
You  heavenly  blessings,  on  her !   This  fooFi  spiked 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness :  labour  be  his  meed!       [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. 

Before  the  Cave  of  Belarius^ 

Enter  Imogen,  in  Boy's  Cbikes. 

Imo.  I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one: 
I  have  tir'd  myself;  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.    I  should  be  sick. 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me. — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee, 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken :  O  Jove  !  I  think. 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched :  such,  I  mean. 
Where  they  should  be  relieved.    Two  beggars  told  mc, 
I  could  not  miss  my  way :  Will  poor  folks  lie, 
That  have  afflictions  on  them  ;  knowing  'tis 
A  punishment,  or  trial  ?    Yes  ;  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true  :  To  lapse  in  fulness 
Is  sorer,s  than  to  lie  for  need ;  and  falsehood 
Is  worse  in  kings,  than  beggars. — My  dear  lord ! 

'  To  him  that  is  maU  true.]  Piianio,  notwithstanding  his  master's  lettCT*  com- 
manding the  murder,  of  Imogen,  considers  him  as  (nM,  supposing,  an  he  hat 
already  said  to  her,  that  Posthumus  was  abuaed  by  some  villain,  equally  an 
enemy  to  them  both. — Ma  lone. 

ff  It  torer,]  i.  e.  Is  a  grtaOr  or  heavigr  crime, — John60n. 
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Thou  art  one  o'the  false  ones :  Now  I  think  on  thee. 

My  hunger's  gone ;  but  even  before,  I  was 

At  point  to  sink  for  food. — But  what  is  this  ? 

Here  is  a  path  to  it :  Tis  some  savage  hold : 

I  were  best  not  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  famine. 

Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 

Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 

Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho  !  who's  here  ? 

If  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak;  if  savage. 

Take,  or  lend.^ — Ho  ! — No  answer?  then  I'll  enter* 

Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 

But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on't. 

Such  a  foe,  good  heavens !  IShe  goes  into  the  Cave. 

Enter  Bblarius,Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

BeL  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  best  woodman,'  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast:  Cadwal,  and  I, 
^  Will  play  the  cook,  and  servant ;  'tis  our  match  'J 
The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry,  and  die, 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come ;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what's  homely,  savoury :  Weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  resty^  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here. 
Poor  house,  that  keep'st  thyself! 

Gut.  I  am  throughly  weary. 

Arv.  I  am  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Gtft.  There  is  cold  meat  i'the  cave;  we'll  browze  on 
that 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'd. 

BeL  Stay;  come  not  in: 

[Looking  tn. 
But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

^  If  any  thing  that*i  civil,  &c.]  i.  e.  If  any  one  roBides  here  that  is  accustomed 
to  the  modes  of  dvil  life,  answer  me ;  but,  if  this  be  the  habitation  of  a  wild 
and  uncultivated  man,  take  or  lend ;  i.  e.  either  take  a  price  for  what  X  want,  or 
Und  it  for  a  future  recompense. — Malonx  and  Johnson. 

'  —  W0odman,']i.  e.  Hunter,  J  — ^-  our  ntatch :]  i.  e.  Our  eompaet.  ^ 

k rttty — ]  This  word  here,  perhaps,  means  satiated  with  rest.    This  is 

the  old  reading.    Steevens  reads  restive,  i.  e.  unquiet  like  a  restive  horse,  which 
appears  a  very  inappropriate  epithet  for  tUftfu 
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GtU.  What's  the  matter,  sir? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paragon . — Behold  divineness 
No  elder  than  a  boy ! 

Enter  Imooen. 

Imo.  Oood,  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  entered  bete,  I  call'd^  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took :  Good  troth, 
I  have  stolen  nought;  nor  would  not,  though  I  had  found 
Gold  strew'd  o'the  floor.    Here's  money  for  my  meat: 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gui.  Money,  youth? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt ! 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo.  I  see,  you  are  angry: 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.  To  Milford-Haven,  sir. 

Bel.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele,  sir :  I  have  a  kinsman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford ; 
To  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  in^  this  offence. 

BeL  Pr'ythee,  fair  youth. 

Think  us  no  churls  ;  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.    Well  encountered! 
Tis  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks  to  stay  and  eat  it* — 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome. 

Gui.  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hardy  but  be  your  groom. — In  honesty, 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I'd  buy. 

Arv.  ril  make't  my  comfort, 

'  —  in — ]  For  into. 
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He  is  a  man ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother  : — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  Td  give  to  him. 
After  long  absence,  such  is  yours  :■ — Most  welcome ! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  ^mongst  friends. 

Imo.  'Mongst  friends ! 

If  brothers  ? — ^Would  it  had  been  so,  th^t  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons  !  then  had  my  prize  f    Atkd^ 
Been  less ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting"" 
To  thee,  Posth6mus. 

Bd.  He  wrings  at  some  distress." 

Gilt.  'Would  I  could  free't ! 

Arc.  Or  I :  whate'er  it  be. 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger !  Gods ! 

BeL  Hark,  boys. 

{Whi^ering, 

Imo.  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave. 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal*d  them,  (laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes,'') 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.     Pardon  me,  gods ! 
I'd  change  my  sex  to-be  companion  with  them. 
Since  Leonatus  false. 

Bel.  It  shall  be  so: 

Boys,  we'll  go  dress  our  hunt. — Fair  youth,  come  in : 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting ;  when  we  have  supp'd. 
We'll  mannerly  demandthee  of  thy  story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Crui,  Pray  draw  near. 

Arv.  The  night  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to  the  lark,  less 
welcome. 

Imo.  Thanks,  sir. 

Arv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt. 


thin  had  my  prize 


Bam  leu ;  and  so  more  equal  balkuting — ]  i.  e.  Had  I  been  less  a  prize,  I 
sboold  not  have  been  too  heavy  for  Posthumus. — Johnson.  • 

^  He  toringi  at  some  distress,'}  i.  e.  He  torithes  %oith  anguish, — Steevens. 

^  That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes,}  llie  poet  innst  mean  by  nothing 
gifi,  glory  or  reputation ;  by  differing  multitudes,  unsteady  multitudes  who  are 
coBtinnaUv  changing  their  opinions,  and  condemn  to*  day  what  they  yesterday 
applauded. — Hsath  and  M.  Mason. 
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SCENE  VII. 

Rome* 

Enter  Two  Senators  and  Tribunes. 

1  Sen*  This  is  the  tenour  of  the  emperor*8  writ; 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians^and  Dalmatians ; 

And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen-off  Britons ;  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  business :  He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you  the  tribunes. 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commands 
His  absolute  commission.^    Long  live  CsBsar! 
7W.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  ? 

2  Sen.  Ay. 
Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

1  Sen.  With  those  legions 

Which  I  have  spoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supplyant :  The  words  of  your  commission 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Of  their  despatch. 

Tri.  We  will  discharge  our  duty. 

[Eretm/. 

ACT  IV. 

*  Scene  I. — The  Forest,  near  the  Cave. 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clo.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should  meet,  if 
Pisanio  have  mapped  it  truly.  How  fit  his  garments 
serve  me !  Why  should  his  mistress,  who  was  made  by 
him  that  made  Uie  tailor,  not  be  fit  too  ?  the  rather  (saving 
reverence  of  the  word)  for^  'tis  said,  a  woman's  fitness 

P  —  and  to  you  the  tribunet, 
For  thit  tmmiiitate  Uvy,  hs  commatuU 

Hii  abwltUo  eommimonJ]    He  ecmmandt  the  commiMion  to  be  given  to  yoo* 
So  we  say,  I  ordered  the  materialf  to  the  workmen.— Jobnsok. 
^ /•♦■—]  i't.  Beeaute. 
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comes  by  fits.  Therein  I  must  play  the  workman.  I  dare 
speak  it  to  myself,  (for  it  is  not  vain-glory,  for  a  man  and 
his  glass  to  confer;  in  his  own  chamber,  I  mean,)  the  lines 
of  my  body  are  as  well  drawn  as  his ;  no  less  young,  more 
strong,  not  beneath  him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the 
advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  in  birth,  alike  conversant 
in  general  services,  and  more  remarkable  in  single  oppo- 
sitions f  yet  this  imperseverant*  thing  loves  him  in  my 
despite.  What  mortality  is !  Posthumus,  thy  head, 
which  now  is  growing  upon  thy  shoulders,  shall  within 
this  hour  be  off;  thy  mistress  enforced ;  thy  garments  cut 
to  pieces  before  thy  face :  and  all  this  done,  spurn  her 
bome  to  her  father :  who  may,  haply,  be  a  little  angry  for 
my  so  rough  usage :  but  my  mother,  having  power  of  his 
testiness,  shall  turn  all  into  my  tommendations.  My 
horse  is  tied  up  safe :  out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose ! 
Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand !  This  is  the  very  descrip- 
tion of  their  meeting-place ;  and  the  fellow  dares  not  de* 
ceive  me.  lExit. 

SCENE  11. 

Before  the  Cave» 

£n/^/rom/Ae  Cave,  Belarius,  Guiderus,Abviraous, 

and  Imogen. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well :  [^o  Imogen.]  remain  here  in  th6 
cave; 
Well  come  to  yt)u  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  stay  here : 

[To  Imogen. 

Are  we  not  brothers? 

into.  So  man  and  man  should  be; 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity. 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick. 

Gid.  Go  you  to  hunting,  FU  abide  with  him. 

r  ^ —  in  nngle  oppotUioru :]  i.  e.  In  nngl$  combat, 

• impmntrant^]  i.  e.  Strongly  j)eriivering ;  the  tm  being  augmentatiT*. 

— ^Nabbs. 
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Imq.  So  sick  I  am  Qot ; — ^yet  I  am  not  well : 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton,  as 
To  seem  to  die,  ere  sick :  So  please  you  leave  me ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  course :  the  breach  of  custom 
Is  breach  of  all.^    I  am  ill;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me :  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  I'm  not  very  sick. 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.     Pray  you,  trust  me  here : 
rU  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die. 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Gtft.  I  love  thee ;  I  have  spoke  it : 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much. 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel.  What?  how?  how? 

Afv,  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so,  sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say. 
Love's  reason's  without  reason ;  the  bier  at  door. 
And  fi  demand  who  is't  shall  die,  I'd  say. 
My  father,  not  tins  youth, 

BeL  O  noble  strain !  [Aside. 

0  worthiness  of  nature !  breed  of  greatness ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  base : 
Nature  hath  meal,  and  bran ;  contempt,  and  grace. 

1  am  not  their  father ;  yet  who  this  should  be. 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov'd  before  me. — 

Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'the  morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.  I  wish  ye  sport. 

Arv,  You  health. — So  please  you,  sir. 

Imo.  [aride.]    These  are  kind  creatures.     Gods,  what 
lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers  say,  all's  savage,  but  at  court : 
Experience,  O,  thou  disprov'st  report ! 
The  imperious"  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish, 

'  Stick  to  your  journal  coune :  the  breach  of  custom 

Is  breach  ofalL^  Keep  your  daUy  course  uninterrupted ;  if  tbe  i^ted  plan 
of  life  is  once  hroken,  nothing  follows  but  confusion. — Johnson. 
"  —  imperious — ]  For  imperial. 
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Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
I  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick : — Pisanio, 
rU  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

Gtii.  I  could  not  stir  him  :"" 

He  said,  he  was  gentle,^  but  unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv.'  Thus  did  he  answer  me  :  yet  said,  hereafter 
I  might  know  more. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field  :— 

We'll  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  rest. 

ArVk  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel,  Pray,  be  not  sick. 

For  you  must  be  our  housewife. 

Imo.  Well,  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

BeL  And  shalt  be  ever.''   [£xtY  Imogen. 

This  youth,  howe'er  distress'd,  appears,  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

Jrv.  How  angel-like  he  sings ! 

Gui.  But  his  neat  cookery !    He  cut  our  roots  in  cha- 
racters ; 
And  souc'd  our  broths,  as  Juno  had  been  sick. 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh  :  as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  k  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at. 

Gui.  I  do  note. 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both. 
Mingle  their  spurs  together .^ 

Arv.  Grow,  patience ! 

▼  —  $tir  )um :]  i.  e.  Move  him  to  tell  his  story, — Johnbok. 

^  — —  gentle,']  i.  e.  Well-bom,  of  birth  above  the  vulgar. — ^Johnsoh. 

*  And  uialt  6«  ever,]  i.  e.  You  shall  ever  receive  from  me  the  same  kindness 
that  TOtt  do  at  present :  you  shall  tfctti only  be  bound  to  me  for  ever. — Malons. 
But!  think  the  alteration  of  Mr.  Mason,  who  reads  shall  foi  shalt,  and  gives  the 
whole  line  '*  I  am  bound  to  you,  and  shall  be  ever,"  as  the  parting  words  of 
Imogen,  preferable  to  Malone'smterpretation. 

f spur&-^]  i.  e.  The  longest  and  largest  leading  roots  of  trees.— 

Ma  LONE. 
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And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root,  with  the  increasing  vine !' 

BeL  It  is  great  morning/    Come ;  away. — Who's  there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Ch,  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me : — I  am  faint. 

BeL  Those  runagates ! . 

Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush, 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  *tis  he  : — We  are  held  as  outlaws : — Hence. 

GuL  He  is  but  one :  You  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Belabius  and  Aryi^raqhj, 

Clo.  Soft !  What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus  ?  some  villain  mountaineers  ? 
I  have  heard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou  ? 

Gut,  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er,  than  answering 
A  slave  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  p.  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain :  Yield  thee,  thief. 

Gill.  To  who  ?  to  thee  ?  What  art  thou?  Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,' are  bigger:  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.    Say,  what  thou  art; 
M^y  I  should  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base, 

Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes? 

Gfia.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 

Who  is  thy  grandfather ;  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee/ 

'  Grow,patiinm! 

And  let  th§  uiMng  Mir,  grief,  unttoine 

Hit  periihing  root,  with  ths  imcreanng  vtml]  The  elder  if  a  plmt  wfaoee  tooti 
ue  much  sHorter  lived  than  the  Tine's,  and  at  those  of  the  une  fwell  and  tm^ 
grow  them,  they  most  of  necessity  loosen  their  hold. — Henlbt. 

*  It  ti  grtat  morning,']  i.  e.  A  Gallicism.    Grand  jour, — Sriivsys. 
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Clo.  Thou  precious  variety 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gut.  Hence  then,  and  thank 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.    Thou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief. 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

GuL  What's  thy  name?* 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gut.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were't  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
Twould  move  me  sooner. 

Clo.  To  thy  further  fear. 

Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gt/t.  I'm  sorry  for't ;  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard  ? 

Grui.  Those  that  I  reverence,  tho^e  I  fear;  the  wise: 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Glo.  Die  the  death : 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence. 
And  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  set  your  heads : 
Yield,  rustick  mountaineer.^  lExeunt,Jighting. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world :  You  did  mistake  him,  sure- 

b  Yield,  ruftiok  fn<mnt4nnetr,1  Here  Cloten  leaves  ub  for  the  last  time ;  of  this 
character,  the  conititutioii  has  been  thoosht  so  extraordinary,  and  involving 
elements  of  a  kind  so  incompatible,  as  to  form  an  exception  to  the  aistomaiy 
integrity  and  consistency  of  Shakspeare's  draughts  from  nature.  But  the  fol- 
lowing passage  firom  Miss  Seward,  {Letters,  voL  3.  p.  246.)  will  prove,  that  this 
carious  assenoblage  of  frequently  opposite  qualities,  has  existed,  and,  no  doobt, 
did  exist  in  the  days  of  Shakspeare :  "  It  is  curious  that  Shakspeare  should, 
in  so  singular  a  character  as  Cloten,  have  given  the  exact  prototype  of  a  being 
whom  I  once  knew.  The  unmeaning  frown  of  the  countenance ;  the  shuffling 
gait ;  the  burst  of  voice ;  the  bustling  insignificance ;  the  fever  and  ague  fits 
of  valour;  the  froward  tetchiness ;  the  Unprincipled  malice;  and,  what  is  most 
curious,  those  occasional  gleams  of  good  sense,  amidst  the  floating  clouds  of 
lolly  which  generally  darkened  and  confused  the  man's  brain ;  and  which,  in 
this  character  of  Cloten,  we  are  apt  to  impute  |^  a  violation  of  unity  in  cha- 
racter ;  but  in  the  some-time  Cap.  C n,  I4aw  t^t^the  portrait  of  Cloten 

was  not  out  of  nature.*' — D.Drake.  ••"    '    * 

VOL.    VII.  T 


t 
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Bel.  I  cannot  tell :  Long  is  it  since  I  saw  him. 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore;  the  snatches  in  his  voice. 
And  burst  of  speaking,*^  were  as  his  :  I  am  absolute, 
Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them  : 

I  wish  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him. 
You  say  he  is  so  fell. 

Bel.  Being  scarce  made  up, 

I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors ;  for  the  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear  :^  But  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Gviderius,  with  Clotsn's  Head. 

Gut.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool ;  an  empty  purse. 
There  was  no  money  in't :  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knocked  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  '  What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Gut.  I  am  perfect,  what  :*  cut  off  one  Cloten's  head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  caird  me  traitor,  mountaineer ;  and  swore. 
With  his  own  single  hand  he'd  take  us  in,' 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods  !)  they  grow. 
And  set  them  on  Lud's  town. 

BeL  We  are  all  undone. 

Gui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lose. 
But,  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives  ?    The  law 
Protects  not  us :  Then  why  should  we  be  tender. 
To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us ; 

c the  malchei  in  his  voice, 

And  burttrftpeaking,]  This  is  one  of  our  author's  strokes  of  obierralioa.  An 
abrupt  and  tumultuous  utterance  very  frequently  accompanies  a  confused  and 
cloudy  understanding. — Johnson. 

«*  ■  the  defect  of  judgment 

U  oft  th€  cause  ofjear :]  1  have  restored  the  old  reading.  The  "»^n«py  is, 
1^  defect  of  Cloten* s  judgment  caused  hm  to  commit  actions  to  the  terror  ef  atnert, 
mthmU  due  consideration  cf  his  own  danger  therein.  Fear,  as  in  other  passagea 
of  Slmkq>eare,  is  to  be  nndeiytood  in  an  actiTe  Mypjcation  fo{  what  may  canse 
feaf.^ToLLiT.  ^^^ 

*  lam  perfect,  «^|i|k)  i»  kui^m  veU  itftfmedt  ivAaf.-- Johnson. 

'  — *  take  us  Utiflfetf%fi0uA9:Wr  $ttbdue  us. 
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Play  judge,  and  Executioner,  all  himself; 
For*  we  do  fear  the  law?  What  company 
Discover  yon  abroad  ? 

Bd.  No  single  sou! 

Can  we  set  eye  on,  but,  in  all  safe  reason. 
He  must  have  some  attendants.    Though  hia  honour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation  ;''  ay,  and  tiiai 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worse ;  not  frenzy,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  rav'd,     . 
To  bring  him  here  alone :  Although,  perhaps, 
it  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  such  as  we 
%  Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 

May  make  some  stronger  head :  the  which  he  hearing, 

(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  swear 

HeV  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is'taot  probable 

To  come  alooe,  either  he  so  undertAing, 

Or  they  so  suffering  :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear, 

If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 

More  perilous  than  |fie  head. 

Art),  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it :  howsoe'er, 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.      ^L  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  thnMiy :  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth.' 

Gut.  •  With  bis  own  sword. 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him :  rUkhrow't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  imk ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea. 
And  tell  the  ^k s,  hA  tbuueen's  son,  Cloten : 
That's  all  I  reff.       •       H  [Exit. 

Be!.  I  fear,  ™111  be  reveng'd : 

'Would,  Polydore,  th^Bb^ft  not  done't,  though  ' 
Becomes  tUfewell  en^^ 

Arv. 

»*or— ]  i.  e.  Btt 

^5 i  7T.A        .. 

Was  nolhiag^K miftiliMI  i} 
change  and  aficclat^  of  oii^tHrity. 
modem  editors  givcJtitnvir  fai  'umaur. 

'  "■'     '-     -    mbiif  fi'Tii..-\  PMM! 
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So  the  revenge  alone  pursu'd  me ! — Polydore, 

1  love  thee  brotherly  j  but  envy  much. 

Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  I  would,  revengei. 

That  possible  strength  might  meet,Jwould  seek  us  through. 

And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tia  done  :— 

We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there's  no  profit.     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock  ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  111  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently.  • 

Atv.  Poor  sick  Fidele!  i 

m  willingly  to  him  :  To  gain  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  parish  of  such  Clotens'  btood,^ 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  \_Esit. 

Bel.  A  O  thou  goddess. 

Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys !  they  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violgtf 
Not  waging  his  sweet  head  :  and  yet  as  rough, 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  rud'st  wind. 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine. 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     Tis  woi^^ful. 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  ib^F 
To  royalty  unlearn 'd ;  honour  untaught; 
Civility  not  seen  frem  other  :  valour,         • 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sow'd  !    Yet  sriU  it's  strange. 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  porteodsr 


Or  what  his  death  will  brin^ 
Re-enter  C 


here's  my  brotherl 


[Solemn  Mimdc. 
I'li.e.SaclipiitYuitcifi'  ii;^iaDcen»fellwitliia 
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Bel.  My  ingenious  instrument ! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds  !    But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion !    Hark ! 

Gilt.  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bel,  He  went  hence,  even  now. 

Chii.  What  does  he  mean  ?  since  death  of  my  dear'st 
It  did  not  speak  before.    All  solemn  things  [mother 

Should  answer  solemn  accidents.    The  matter  ? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  to^/ 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad  ? 


OT. 


Re-enter  Arviraous,  bearing  Imogen  as  dead,  in 
^  his  Arms. 

BeL  Look,  here  he  comes, 

^Bnd  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms, 
iPPDf  what  we  blame  him  for ! 

Aro.  ^  The  bird  is  dead. 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sis^en  years  of  age  to  sixty. 
To  have  tum'd  mv  leaping  time  into  a  crutch. 
Than  l^ve  M|»Bis. 

*   '■^•^^  ^^^  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily ! 

Irother  wears  thee  not  the  one-half  so  well, 
when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 
BeL*  O,  melancholy ! 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?  find 
The  ooze,  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare" 
MMht  easiliest  harbour  in  ? — ^Thou  blessed  thing !  J, 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'st  htf^e  made ;  but  I, 
Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy ! 
How  found  you  him  ? 
^      Arv.  Stark,"  as  you  see ; 

W  Thus  smiliag,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber. 

Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  cheek 
Reposing  on  a  cushion. 

^       I—  toyt J  i.  e.  Trifie»,frtahi,  oxfrolkhs, 

m crore— ]  i.  e.  A  mall  trading  vettel,  called  in  the  Latin  of  the  middle 

.   ages,  crayera. 

»  Stark,^  i.  e.  Stiff. 
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Gui,  Where  ? 

Arv.  O'the  floor; 

His  arms  thus  leagu'd :  I  thought,  he  slept ;  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues'"  from  off  my  feet>  whose  rudeness 
Answer'd  my  steps  too  loud. 

Gui.  Why,  he  but  sleeps : 

If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  a  bed  : 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted. 
And  worms  wil^ot  come  to  thee. 

Arv.  With  fairest  flowers. 

Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
ril  sweeten  thy  sad  grave :  Tho^^halt  not  lack 
The  flower,  that's  like  thy  fi^ce,  ^e  primrose ;  nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-Bweeten'd  not  thy  breath  :  the  ruddocki"  would       ^^ 
With  charitable  bill  (O  bill,  sore-shaming  ^A 

Those  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie  ^^ 

Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  aM  this ; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none. 
To  winter-ground  thy  corse.^       ^ 

Gui.  Pr'ythefly^aye  done ; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  wil 
Wiiich  is  so  serious.     Let  us  bury  him. 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — To  the  grave. 

Arv.  Say,  where  shalFs  lay  him  ? 

Gui.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Arv.  Be't  so : 

And  let  us,  Poly^ore,  though  now  our  voices 

o  — ^—  clouted  broguet] — are  shoes  strengthened  with  clout  or  hob-naiU.  In 
some  parts  of  England,  thin  plates  of  iron  called  cbuts,  are  likewise  fixed  to  the 
shoes  of  ploughmen  and  other  rusticks.  Brog  is  the  Irish  word  for  a  kind  of 
shoe  peculiar  to  that  kingdom. — Stebvsns. 

P ruddock — ]  i.  e.  Bed-bnau ;  it  is  so  called  bv  Chaucer  and  Spenser. 

4  To  wintoT'ground  thy  cone,^  To  vsinter'ground  a  plant,  is  IJo protect  it  ftom 
the  inclemency  of  the  winter  season,  by  straw,  dung,  &c.  laid  over  it.  This 
precaution  is  commonly  taken  in  respect  of  tender  trees  or  flowers,  such  as  Ar- 
▼iragus,  who  loTed  Fidele,  represents  her  to  be.  That  the  red-breast  will  cover 
the  bodies  of  the  dead,  is  not  merely  a  poetical  fiction  ;  but  in  Cornucopia,  or 
divert  mcrett,  vhertin  it  contained  the  rare  $ecreU  in  Man,  Beasts,  ^fwlee,  &c  4to.  ^ 
1596,  it  is  said,  "  The  robin  red-breast,  if  he  find  a  man  or  woman  dead,  will 
cover  all  his  face  with  mosse  ;  and  some  thinke,  that  if  the  body  should  remftiae 
unbuiied,  that  he  would  cover  the  whole  body  also.*' — Stxbvbii s  and  B«n>. 
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Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the  ground. 
As  once  our  mother  ;  use  like  note,  and  words. 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Gut.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing :  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee  : 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out  of  tune,  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  Well  speak  it  then. 

BeL  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less  :  for  Cloten 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys : 
And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 
He  was  paid  for  that :  Though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  ha^e  one  dust;  yet  reverence, 
(That  angel  of  the  world,0  doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Gut.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him. 

We'll  say  our  song  the  whilst. — Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  Belarius. 

Gill.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east : 
My  fistther  hath  a  reason  for't. 

Arv.  Tis  true. 

Gui*  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

Arv.  So, — Begin. 

SONG. 

Oni.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  6*the  sun. 

Nor  the  furious  winter^s  rages : 
Thou  thy  wordly  task  hast  done. 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta^en  thy  wages ; 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  musty 
As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust. 


reverence, 


(That  angel  of  the  world)]  Reverence  or  due  regard  to  subortUnation,  is  the 
power  tliat  keeps  peace  and  order  in  the  world. — ^Johnson. 
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Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  oHhe  great. 

Thou  art  past  the  tyranfs  stroke; 
Care  no  more  to  clothe,  arid  eat ; 

To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak ; 
The  sceptre,  learning,  physick,  must 
All  follow  thisy  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  lighfning'Jlash, 
Arv.  Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stime  : 
Gui.  Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash: 
Arv.  Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan : 
Both.  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 
Consign  to  thee,*  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.  No  exorciser  harm  thee!^ 
Arv.  Nor  no  vntchcrafi  charm  thee! 
Gui.  Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee! 
Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee  ! 
Both.  Quiet  consummation  have  ; 
And  renowned  be  thy  grave!* 

Re-enter  Belarius,  with  the  Body  o/^Cloten. 

Gui.   We  have  done  our  obsequies :    Come^  lay  him 

down. 
Bel.  Here's  a  few  flowers  ;  but  about  midnight,  more : 
The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'the  night. 
Are  strewings  fitt'st  for  graves.^— Upon  their  faces  : — 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  withered :  even  so 
These  herb'lets  shall,  which  we  upon  you  strow. — 
Come  on,  away:  apart  upon  our  kdees. 
The  ground,  that  gave  them  first,  has  them  again : 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

[Exeunt  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and 
Arviragus. 

■  Consign  to  t^,]  Perhaps  to  eontign  to  tltee,  i§  to  ttal  the  tamo  eontrmct  with 
thee,  i.  e.  add  thek  names  to  thine  upon  the  register  of  death. — Stbitiits. 

<  No  exorexur  harm  thu  /]  Shakspeare  inTariably  uses  the  word  sarordacr  to 
express  a  person  who  can  raise  spirits,  not  one  who  lays  them. — M.  BCason . 

■ thy  gravo  f]  For  the  obsequeis  of  Fidele,  a  song  was  written  by  mj 

unhappy  friend  Coluns,  a  man  of  uncommon  learning  and  abilitiee.  I  shaU 
five  It  a  place  at  the  end  in  honour  of  his  memory. — Jonvsoii. 
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Itno.  [awaking.']  Yes^  sir,  io  Milford-Haven ;  Which  ia 
the  way  ? 
I  thank  you. — By  yon  bush? — Pray,  haw  far  thither? 
'Ods  pitikins  !^ — can  it  be  six  miles  yet? — 
I  have  gone  all  night : — ^Taith,  VU  lie  down  and  sleep. 
But,  soft !  no  bedfellow : — O,  gods  and  goddesses ! 

[Seeing  the  Body* 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't. — I  hope,  I  dream ; 
For,  sO|  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper. 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures  :  But  'tis  not  so ; ' 
^was  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing. 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  Our  very  eyes 
Are  sometimes  like  oor  judgments,  blind.    Good  faith, 
I  tremble  still  with  fear :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heayen  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  not  imagin'd,  felt. 
A  headless  man  ! — ^The  garments  of  Posth6mus ! 
I  know  the  shape  of  his  leg :  this  is  his  hand ; 
His  foot  Mercurial :  his  Martial  thigh  ; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules  :  but  his  Jovial  face^ — 
Murder  in  heaven  ? — How  ? — Tis  gone. — Pisanio. 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee !  Thou, 
Con&pir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil,'  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off  my  lord. — ^To  write,  and  read, 
Be  henceforth  treacherous ! — Damn'd  Pisanio 
Hath  with  his  forged  letters, — damn'd  Pisanio— 
From  this  most, bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top  \^ — O,  Posthumus !  alas. 
Where  is  thy  head?  where'sthat?  Ah  me!  where'sthat? 
Pisanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 

▼  'Od$  pitifctnf  n  A  diminutiTe  adjuration  corrapted  from  Ood*tpUy,  quasi, 
God^i  littU  pUy.-^AREB, 

«  —  his  Jovial  fac§ — ]  i.  e.  Such  afac$  ai  belongi  to  Jove.  It  ifl  frequently 
UBed  in  the  same  sense  by  other  old  dramatick  writers. — Stebvxns. 

*  — ^  irreguloui — ]  i.  e.  Duorderly,  out  of  rule:  the  word  has  only  been  found 
in  this  passage.^ — Nares. 

y  — «.  ths  main-top!}  i.  e.  The  tap  of  the  tnainmoit. 
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And  left  this  head  an. — How  should  this  be?  Pisanio^ 
Tis  he,  and  Cloten :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid  this  woe  here.     O,  'tis  pregnant^  pregnant  !■ 
The  drug  he  gave  me^  which,  he  said,  was  precious 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rous  to  the  senses  ?  That  confirms  it  home  : 
This  is  Pisaoio's  deed,  and  Cloten's  :  O  ! — 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood. 
That  we  the  horrider  may  seem  to  those 
Which  chance  to  find  us  :  O,  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 

Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain,  and  other  Officers,  and  a 

Soothsayer; 

Cap.  To  them,  the  legions  garrison'd  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  have  crossed  the  sea;  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven,  with  your  ships  : 
They  are  here  in  readiness. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Rome  ? 

Cap.  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  c6nfiners. 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy ;  most  willing  spirits. 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother.* 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o'the  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.    Command,  our  present  numbers 
Be  muster'd ;  bid  the  captains  look  to't. — Now,  sir. 
What  have  you  dream'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's  purpose? 

Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me  a  vision : 
(I  fast,  and  pray'd,  for  their  intelligence,)  Thus  : — 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle  wing'd 
From  the  spungy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west. 
There  vanish'd  in  the  sunbeams  :  which  portends, 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination,) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

s *tis  fTtgnant,  ftregnant  /]   i.  e.    Tit  a  rtady,  appotiU  ecnehahn,'^ 

Stebtehs. 

*  S'unfui't  brothtr,']  i.  e.  (as  1  suppose  Shakspeare  to  hare  meant)  brother  to 
the  prince  of  Sienna ;  hut,  unhickily,  Sienna  was  a  repnblick. — Stbivsms. 
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Luc.  Dream  often  so. 

And  never  false. — Soft,  ho !  what  trunk  is  here. 
Without  his  top  ?  The  ruin  speaks,  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  building. — How !  a  page ! — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him?  But  dead,  rather: 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bod 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap.  He  is  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc.  He'll  then  instruct  us  of  this  body. — 'Young  one. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for,  it  seems. 
They  crave  to  be  demanded :  Who  is  this. 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  was  he,  . 
That,  otherwise  thaji  noble  nature  did. 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?^  What's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  Wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou? 

Imo.  I  am  nothing :  or  if  not. 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 
A  very  valiant  Briton,  and  a  good. 
That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain :— Alas ! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters  :  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc.  *Lack,  good  yoath  ! 

Thou  mov'st  no  less  with  thy  complaining,  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding ;  Say  his  name,  good  friend. 

Imo.  Richard  du  Champ.    If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 
They'll  pardon  it.  [Ande.]  Say  you,  sir? 

Luc.  Thy  name  ? 

Imo.  Fidele. 

Luc.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith  ;  thy  faith,  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?  I  will  not  say. 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  master'd  ;  but,  be  sure, 

^  That,  otMrvBise  than  noble  nature  did. 
Hath  alUf^d  that  good  picture  ?]  The  question  here  is,  Who  has  altered  this 
picture,  to  m  to  make  it  otherwise  than  nature  did  it  ?    Johnson.       ' 
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No  less  belov'd.    The  Roman  emperor's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  diine  own  worth  prefer  thee ;  Go  with  me. 

Imo.  I'll  follow^  sir.    But  first,  an't  please  the  gods, 
ni  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes®  can  dig :  and  when 
With  ¥irild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  have  strew'd  his 

grave. 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers. 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  iveep,  and  sigh; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you. 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth ; 

And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — 
My  friends. 

The  boy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daizied  plot  we  can. 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 
A  grave  :  Come ;  arm  him.^^ — Boy,  he  is  preferr'd 
By  thee  to  us;  and  he  shall  be  interr'd. 
As  soldiers  can.    Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes : 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  lExemii. 

SCENE  III. 

A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbelinb,  Lords,  and  Pisanio. 

Cym.  Again ;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis  with  her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son ; 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life's  in  danger : — Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me !  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone ;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed ;  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me  ;  her  son  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  present:  It  strikes  me,  past 
The  hope  of  comfort — But  for  thee,  fellow. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 

c  ^-—  thsmpoor  pkhutt — ]  Meaning  her  fingen. — JoimtoN. 
<i  ^..-.  arm  Ami.]  ThaX  U»  Tak§  kim  up  in  your  ormf. — Hawmbr. 
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Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  But,  for  my  mistress^ 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone. 
Nor  when  she  purposes  to  return.     'Beseech  your  high- 
Hgld  me  your  loyal  servant.  [ness, 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege,  • 

The  day  that  she  was  missing,  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cloten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time's  troublesome : 

We'll  slip  you  for  a  season;  but  our  jealousy 

[To  PiSANIO. 

Does  yet  depend.* 

1  Lord.  So  please  your  majesty. 

The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coast  :^with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemien,  by  the  senate  sent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  queen ! — 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter.' 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege. 

Your  preparation  can  affront  no  less 
Than  what  you  hear  of:<  come  more,  for  more  you're 

ready : 
The  want  is,  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion. 
That  long  to  moye. 

Cym.  I  thank  you :  Let's  withdraw: 

And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.    We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
We  grieye  at  chances  here. — Away.  [Exeunt. 

Pis.  I  heard^  no  letter  from  my  master,  since 


ourjealouty 


Doet  y*t  dtpend*^  i.  e.  My  iuipieion  is  ytt  undetermined, — JoHNtoir. 

^ lam  amas^d  with  matter,^  i. «.  Confounded  by  a  Tariety  of  bofdneBS.— 
SrsiTsits. 

K  Your  preparation  can  ajfront,  &c.]  Your  forces  are  able  to  face  such  an 
-anny  as  we  hear  the  enemy  will  bring  against  us. — Johnson. 

^  /  heard — ]  I  suppose  we  should  read  Vve  h^ul.'— STEsvttts. 
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I  wrote  kim^  Imogen  was  slain :  Tis  strange : 

Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 

To  yield  me  often  tidings :  Neither  know  I 

Wliat  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain 

Perplex'd  in  all.    The  heavens  still  must  work  : 

Wherein  I  am  false,  I  am  honest ;  not  true,  to  be  true. 

These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  my  cotrntry. 

Even  to  the  note  o'the  king,*  or  Til  fall  in  them. 

All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  clear'd  : 

Fortune  brings  in  some  boats,  that  are  not  steer'd.  [£nV. 

SCENE  IV. 
Before  the  Cavf. 

Enter  Bblahius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 

Gui.  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

Bel.  Let  us  from  it. 

Jrv.  What  pleasure,  sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure  ? 

Gui.  Nay,  what  hope 

Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us ;  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts^ 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 

We^l  higher  to  the  mountains ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going :  newness 
Of  Cloten 's  death  (we  being  not  known,  not  muster'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd  ;*  and  so  extort  from  us 
That  which  we've  done,  whose  answer  would  be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture."* 

*— —  to  tht  nou  o*the  hing,]  I  wiU  so  diBtinguiah  myself*  the  king  slitU 
remark  my  valour. — Johnson. 

^ revolU — ]  i.  e.  RevoUers. 

* a  rtnder 

When  toe  have  liv*d ;]  i.  e.  An  aeecunt  of  our  place  of  abode.    This  dialogQ0 
is  a  joBt  representation  of  the  saperfluous  caution  of  an  old  man. — Jobmioii. 
■  — ~-  whoee  antwer  would  be  death 
\  Dravm  on  wUh  torture.]  i.  e.  The  retaliatwn  of  the  death  of  Cloten  wo«ld  he 

^  deuih,  &C.-— JoBNtOHf 
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Gut.  This  is,  SIT,  a  doubt. 

Id  such  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you. 
Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely. 

That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires^"  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cloy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note. 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

BeL  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army :  many  years. 
Though  Cloten  then  but  young,  you  see,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.     And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserv'd  my  service,  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  ihis  hard  life ;  aye  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promis'd. 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings,  and 
Hie  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  so. 

Better  to  cease  to  be.     Pray,  sir,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourself. 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown. 
Cannot  be  question'd. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

rU  thither :  What  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die  ?  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venison  ? 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one,  that  had 
A  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heel  ?  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bless'd  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Guu  By  heaven's,  FU  go : 

If  you  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
m  take  the  better  care ;  but  if  you  will  not, 

» their  quarter* d  fires y]  i.  e.  The  fires  in  the  respective  quarters  oT  Uie 

Roman  anny.— ^tebvens. 
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The  hazard  therefore' due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans  ! 

Arv.  So  say  I ;  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reason  I,  since  on  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.     Have  with  you,  boys: 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  Fll  lie : 
Lead,  lead. — ^The  time  seems  long:  their  blood  thinks 
scorn,  \^Atide. 

Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  bom.  [EiciMf. 


ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — A  Field  between  the  British  and  Roman  Camjfi. 

Enter  Posthumus,  with  a  bloody  Handkerchirf.* 

Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,'  Til  keep  thee;  for  I  wish'd 
Thou  should'st  be  colour'd  thus.     You  married  ones^ 
If  each  of  you  would  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves. 
For  wrying  but  a  little  ? — O,  Pisanio ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands ; 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones. — Gods !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on"*  this :  so  had  you  saved 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me,  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.     But,  alack, 

• bloody  Handknehief,^  The  bloody  tokeo  of  Imogen'*  dafttk,  vUdi 

Piflanio  in  the  foregoing  act  detennined  to  lend. — Joaittoir. 

P  Yia,  bloody  elotk,  &c.]  ThiB  ib  a  eoliloquy  of  natmo,  uttered  when  the  cf> 
ferreecence  of  a  mind  agitated  and  perturbed,  spontaneooaly  and  inadverteally 
difchareei  itaelf  in  worda.  The  speech  throughout  all  itt  tenor,  if  the  bit 
conceit  be  excepted,  leems  to  iifue  warm  firom  the  heart.  He  first  oondnnf 
hit  own  Tiolence,  then  triea  to  diabnrden  himielf  by  imimting  part  of  the  cana 
to  Piaanio ;  he  next  foothes  his  mind  to  an  artifidal  and  momentniy  tm- 
onillity,  by  tryine  to  think  that  he  has  been  only  an  instrument  of  the  gods  kt 
ue  hapjnneis  of  Imogen.  He  is  now  p^rown  reasonable  enough  to  deloniaei 
that  having  done  so  much  OTil,  he  will  do  no  more ;  that  he  wUl  not  iglil 
against  the  coun^  which  he  has  already  injured ;  but  ae  life  is  not  loagir 
supportable,  he  wiU  die  in  a  just  cause,  and  die  with  the  obscurity  of  a  an 
who  does  not  think  himself  worthy  to  be  remembered. — Jonvsost. 

q jmt  OH — ]  i.  e.  /ficJff ,  intligatt. 
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You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  feults ;  that's  love^ 

To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 

To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worse ; 

And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doers'  thrift/ 

But  Imogen  is  your  own :  Do  your  best  wills. 

And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey ! — I  am  brought  hither 

Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 

Against  my  lady's  kingdom :  Tis  enough 

That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress ;  peace  ! 

m  give  no  wound  to  thee.    Therefore,  good  heavens. 

Hear  patiently  my  purpose ;  I'll  disrobe  me 

Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 

As  does  a  Briton  peasant :  so  I'll  fight 

Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  so  I'll  die 

For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 

Is  every  breath,  a  death :  and  thus,  unknown. 

Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 

Myself  111  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 

More  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 

Qodsy  put  the  strength  o'the  Leonati  in  me ! 

To  shame  the  guise  o'the  world,'  I  will  begin 

The  fashion,  less  without,  and  more  virithin.  [£jr»^. 

SCENE  II. 
The  same. 

Enter,  at  one  side,  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  the  Roman 
Army:  at  the  other  side,  the  British  Army ;  Leonatus 
PosTHUMus  following  it,  like  a  poor  Soldier.  They 
march  over,  and  go  out.  Alarums.  Then  enter  again  in 
skirmish,  Iachimo  and  Posthumus  :  tie  vanquisheth 
and  disarmeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 

lach.  The  heaviness  and  guilt  within  my  bosom 
Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  lady, 

'  And  mofcr  them  dread  it  to  ths  doeri  thrift.']  '*  Some  you  match  from  hence 
§ot  little  fiuilU ;  others  yoa  suffer  to  heap  Uk  on  illt,  and  afterwards  make  them 
dread  their  having  done  so,  to  the  etenial  wel^ure  of  the  doers." 

The  whole  speech  is  in  a  religious  strain. — Thrift  signifies  a  Uate  ofprot" 
psritv.  It  is  not  the  commissioa  of  the  crimes  that  is  supposed  to  be  for  ^e 
doer^s  thrift,  bat  his  dreading  them  afterwards,  and  of  coarse  repenting,  which 
eMfutes  his  salvation. — M.  Mason. 

VOL.    VII.  U 
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The  princess  t^  iHls  (k^ilnii^,  and  tbe  iair  5h't 

Revengingly  etif(iebl(^8'me;  Or/cduH  ihis^cafl,'* 

A  very  drudge  of  tiatute*8,  hrive  siibdu'd^e. 

In  my  professibn?  "Khighthbods'add  hononfs/bbriie 

As  I  wear  rxiiix\t,^te  titles  biit  bf^cbra.    . 

If  tWt'thy^gedtfy,  Britain,  gb  bi^fore 

Ibis  lout,  as  he  etceeds'onr  lords,  the  odds 

Is,  that  we  scatce  are^iheh,  iattQ  -fbSi  are  gods*        'fJStCr. 

The  Batik  continues,  the  Britons  ^^y;  Cymbelinb  it 
taken;  then  enter,  to  his  rescue,  Belabius,  GuiDEBiwt, 
and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  Stand,  ^tand !  'We 'have  the  adtf^ntageiif  Hie 
The  lane  is  guattfed ;  nothin'g  tddCs'  ns,  ^nt  <  ^fotUid; 
The  villainy  of  onrTclits. 

Gut.  Arc.  Stand,*  stitid;  ttodfight ! 

'EmJtcr  PosTHUMUB,  and  seconds  the  Britons  :  '2%^  retme 
Cymbblis'e,  and  exeunt.  'Then,  enter  Lvcivs,Ixcuimo, 
and  Imocen. 

Luc.  Away,  bby,  fifom  the'  troops,  iMd  feive  ffifjrtfMf : 
TFor  friends  kiirfrierids/krid  the  disorder's 'wkih 
As  war  were  hood-vrink'd. 

lach.  'TIS  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  strangely :  Or  betimes 
Let's  re-enforce,  or  fly.  [JExftutf. 

SCENE  III. 

Anhther  part  offherietd. 

Erit€j[  PdstiteiviDs  dnd  a<Biriti9h  LoM. 

Lord.  Oam'st  thou  from  where  they 'made  the  stand? 
Post.  '  I  did ; 

Though  you,  it  seems,  cbme  from  the  flieTs. 

Lord.  I  did.  . 

Post.  No  blfUhc^  be  to  you,  sir  ;•  for  allwas  lo«i. 
But  that  the  heavens  fought : '  the  king  bhhself 
'  or  his  wings  destitt/te;  the  army  broken, 

• carl,] — or  churl,  (ceojll,  Sax,)  is  a  clown 'or  hi 


Acxr  ,\  ,-^ce;5j;e  hi.  2^1 

Apd  but  the  bac^  of  .Britqns  se^^n,  all  %i0g 
Tbrpugh  ^  atrait  lai^p ;  the  ejiemy  fu)l-h.e^rtQd, 
Lolling  the  toqgjae  )vith  slapghteqng.rjf^vifig  wprK 
Mpre .plentiful . than . tools  to  do't,,  ^tr i^ck^ ^Oj^n 
Son^e, mortally*  some  8lig)^t)y  tQuqh^'f],  some.falljng 
M^r^ly  thrpugh<j[(^<^r;  that^^h,e^prait  pas^^iyas  (da^m'd 
With  dead  mep;  bi^rt  behind*  .apd  co^^rds  Jiving 
To  die  with  lepgthQn'd,£h^ine. 

Lord.  .AVlj^re  ^.^8  tj^isjaqe;? 

Past.  Close  by  the  battle*  d|t9h'd,,^nd  waird^iyifh  ta^: 
-Ti^ifh  gave  fwiyan^ge  ^o  an  ancient  soldier* — 
An  honest  one*  I  yi^^^ijit ;  ^  who  |des^r.v'/d 
So  long.a  bree^d^^g*  as  his  yfbite J^.eard  c^e^to* 
In  doing  this  fjOiT;  b^s.  country ; — ^atl^ w.firt,  j^he,  Jljar^e* 
He,  with  two  striplingSj  (l^s,  more  like,  to  run 
The  country  bi^se/,  than  to  c9uw>t^£iU9h  sl^ugh^^r ; 
With  faces  fit  for  n^asl^s*,  pr  |ratl;t^r  fairer 
Than  those  fpi;pjr^8fjjcxftfipp  o^5'd^,or.sh«n^e*°) 
Made  good  th«  passage ;  .pry'd  to.  tlj^p^e  that^  fled* 
Otcr  Britain's  ^rts  diejlying,  not  our  men; 
To  darkness flett,  soukt/^Ujly  Jbaokwqfi^!  Stojnd; 
Or  we  are  Romans*  and  will  gvoe  you  fhat 
like  beasts,  whicfi  y^u^  ^hun  beastly  ;  and  inay^  save, 
Bui  to  look  back  in  frown :  sUpjuJ,  stqnd.—{fhese  i^l^e, 
T^^  tlvoys^d  .ppi^fident*  in  act  as  many* 
fffiT  three  performers  are  the  file,  when  all 
The,  V^pt  do.  upjthing,) , w,ith  this  .ly ord*  statid^  pf/x^. 
Accommodated , by  the  pl^pe*  more.pharpiing* 
With  jth^^  Pwn  nobleness*  (which  could  Ijiave  i^rq'd 
A  distaflf  to  a  lanpe*)  gilded  pale  looks* 
Part*  shame*  part*  spirit  renew'd  ;    i^^i ,  same*  ^  ti;i.rn'd 
But  by  examplp  (Qj^a  an  in  w^r,        *  [cpward 

P_an^n!4  in  the .fost  begini^pjs !) . 'gft%  tq ,lpok 
The  way  that  tl^^y  did*^  and  %o  gx\^  Uke^  Ijpns 
Upon  the  pikes  o'the  hunters.     Then  began 
■A.  stpp  i'^be  chaser;,  are.tire;^npn* 
-A. rout,  confusion  thick:  Forthwith* 'they  fly 


^^.The^caurary  ban,}  i-e.  A  lustjck  ^jae  ,<^ed  yrUon-bars,  volgarly  jtriton- 
;yBNS. 
amCflToi  mpBtity. 
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Chickens,  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles  ;  slaves. 
The  strides  they  victors  made :  And  now  our  cowards 
(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages,)  became 
The  life  o'the  need  ;  having  found  the  back-door  open* 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts.  Heavens,  how  they  wound ! 
Some,  slain  before ;  some,  dying  ;  some  their  friends 
O'er-borne  i'the  former  wave :  ten,  chac'd  by  one. 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty  : 
Those,  that  would  die  or  ere  resist,  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs^  o'the  field. 

Lard.  This  was  strange  chance : 

A  narrow  lane !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys ! 

Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it:^  You  are  made 
•Rather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.    Will  you  rhyme  upon't. 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery?  Here  is  one : 
Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  hoy,  a  lane, 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans*  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir.  • 

Post.  'Lack,  to  what  end  ? 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend : 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know,  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord.  Farewell ;  you  are  angry. 

[Exit. 

Post.  Still  going? — ^This  is  a  lord  !  O  noble  misery! 
To  be  i'the  field,  and  ask,  what  news,  of  me ! 
To-day,  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  sav'd  their  carcasses?  took  heel  to  do't. 
And  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd,' 
Could  not  find  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan  ; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struck :  Being  an  ugly  monster, 
'Tis  strange,  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  soft  beds, 

*  —  hugi — ]  i.  e.  T«nwi. — Johnson. 

«  Nay,  do  not  wondtr  at  it :]  PosthumuB  first  bids  bun  not  wonder,  thdn  teUt 
bim  in  anotber  mode  of  reproacb,  tbat  wonder  is  all  tbat  be  wa«  made  far* — 
Johnson. 

*  —  /,  in  mine  own  tooe  charmed,]  Alluding  to  tbe  common  sapentitiaB 
of  charms  being  powerful  enongb  to  keep  men  unburt  in  battle.  It  was  derived 
from  our  Saxon  ancestors,  and  so  is  common  to  us  witb  tbe  Germaaa,  who  are 
abore  all  otber  people  given  to  tbia  superstition. — Warbubtom. 
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Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 

That  draw  his  knives  i*the  war. — Well,  I  will  find  him : 

For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 

No  more  a  Britain,  I  have  resum'd  again 

The  part  I  came  in  :  Fight  I  will  no  more. 

But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind,  that  shall 

Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  slaughter  is 

Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer'  be 

Britons  must  take ;  For  me,  my  ransome's  death ; 

On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath ; 

Which  neither  here  Pll  keep,  nor  bear  again. 

But  end  it  by  some  means  for  Imogen. 

Enier  Two  British  Captains,  €md  Soldiers. 

1  dqf.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd  !  Lucius  is  taken : 
Tis  thought  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

2  Cop.  There*  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly'  habit, 
.That  gave  the  affront  with  them.' 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported : 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand !  who  is  there? 

Posi.  A  Roman-; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here,  if  seconds 
Had  answered  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here  :  He  brags  his  service 
As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enier  Cymbeline,  attended:  Belarius,  Guiderius, 
Arviragus,  Pisanio,  and  Roman  Captives.  The 
Captains  present  Posthumus  to  Cymbeline,  who 
deUvers  him  over  to  a  Gaoler:  after  which,  all  go  out. 

J  _  annoer — 1  i.  e.  Retaliation,  as  once  in  thia  play  before.— JoHHSoit. 

> sUiy — ]  i.  e.  Simple,  or  rustieh 

*  That  me  the  affront  with  them.]  That  is,  that  turned  their  faces  to  the 
enemy* — Johnson. 
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SCENE  IV. 
A  Pruaii. 

Enter  Posthumu  J,  and  Two  Gaolersf. 

1  GaoL  You  s^all  koi  ilow  be  stolenf^  yod  have  locks 

upon  you  \^ 
So,  grazety  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  G(/oif.  Ay,  or  a  stomacti. 

[Exeiinl  OdsAeti, 
Post.  Mosi  wetcome^  bondage !  for  t&'ou  art  ii  way, 
I  think,  to  liberty :  Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  sick  o'di^  gout :  since  he  had  rather 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity^  than  be  cur'di ' 
By  the  sure  physician  death ;  Who  i^  th6  key 
To  unbar  these  locks.    My  cbdsci^nc^ !  ition  art  fette^d 
More  than  my  slianks,  and  wtisd^ :  Ydti  ^6HA  gtiSi  give 
The  penitent  instrument^  io  pikk  ihkl  bolt,  [cde 

Then,  free  for  ever  i  Is't  enough,  I  am  sorry? 
So  children  temporal  iatHe^i;  do  filppe&se ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Must  t  re(](ent  ? 
I  cannoi  do  ii  better  thali  iH  gyves, 
Desir'd,  more  than  constrained  :  to  satisfy. 
If  of  my  freedoin  'iiy  ihe  ttiain  j>art,  take 
No  stricter  render  of  nie  than  ihf  all/ 
I  know,  you  are  tnbre  clebdeht  thah  vile  tnen. 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's  not  my  desire : 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine;  and  though 
'Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it : 
'Tween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every  stamp; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake  : 

^  You  thall  not  now  ftir  ttolen,  you  havt  Uieh  upon  you ;]  llie  wit  of  die  MUs 
allades  to  the  custom  of  patting  a  lock  on  a  hone's  leg,  w&tti  he  is  ttoM  to 
pasture. — Jounson. 

«  '    to  SQtitfy 

If  of  my  freedom  tie  the  main  fHirt,  take 

No  ttrieter  render  of  me,  than  my  a/f.]  i.  e.  Since  for  my  crimes  1  hare  been 
deprived  of  my  freedom,  and  since  life  itself  is  more  Tailaable  than  freedom, 
let  the  gods  take  my  life,  and  by  this  let  Heaven  be  appeased,  how  small 
soever  the  atonement  may  be.  If  the  text  be  right,  to  tatiefy  means,  hy  tMjf  ef 
mfiffaetion. — Ma  lo  n  £t 
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You  rather  mine,  being  yo^fs  :  Afld  Bfx,  gre^t  pp\^edr^, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this,  lifq. 

And  cancel  these  cold  bonds.     Olmogeu! 

I'll  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [^  sfeeps. 

Solemn  Mustek,^  Enter,  as  an  Apparition,  SinLius 
Leonatus,  Father  to  Posthumus,  an  old  Man;  attired 
like  a  Warrior;  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  Matron, 
his   Wife,  and  Mother  to  Posthumvs,  tri^A   Musick 

•  before  them.  Then,  ajler  other  Musick,  follow  the  Two 
young  Leonati,  Br^oiherA  to  Posthum ui^  ufUk  wounds, 
as  they  died  in  the  wars.  They  drch  Postrvmcis  round, 
as  he  lies  sleeping^ 

Sid.  No  more,  thou  thunder-master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  iies : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide^ 
Thm  thy  aduUe^ies 

Rates  an4  reviengei^ 
Hath  my  poor  boy  dciq^  iug^t  but  welt 

Whose  face  I  never  aaw  ? 
I  died,  whilst  in  the  won^h  he  stayed 

Attending  Nature's  law. 
Whose  father  th?n  (^  ^\^^  report; 

Thou  orphans'  father  ar^,) 
Thou  should'st  have  been,  anjd  ^hi^lde^  him 
From  this  earth-vej^i^g  srnar^. 

Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 
But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  lyajs  ]Posth6oifi8  ript. 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes', 
A  thing  of  pity  ! 

Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  aQce«try> 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair. 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'the  yfOi\^, 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 

1  Bro.  When  once  he  was  fnature  ff^r  man. 
In  Britain  where  was  he 

*  SoUmn  musicK  &c.]  It  is  conjectured  by  Pope  9fi4  nM«n»tAfQcd  by  Steevens, 
that  the  following  vision,  masque,  and  prophecy,  were  the  interpoUtioir  of  the 
players. 
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That  could  staDd  up  his  parallel ; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 

Could  deem  his  dignity? 

Moth,  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd. 
To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati'  seat,  and  cast 
From  her  his  dearest  one,. 
Sweet  Imogen? 

Sici.  Why  did  you  suffer  lachimo, 
- .  Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy ; 
And  to  become  the  geek*  and  scorn 
O'the  other's  villainy  ? 

2  Bro.  For  this,  from  stiller  seats  we  came, 

Our  parents,  and  us  twain. 
That,  striking  in  our  country's  cause. 

Fell  bravely,  and  were  slain ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius'  right. 

With  honour  to  maintain. 

1  Bro.  Like  hardiment  Posthumus  hath 

To  Cymbeline  performed : 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods. 

Why  hast  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due  ; 

Being  all  to  dolours  turned  ? 

Sici.  Thy  crystal  window  ope;  look  out; 
No  longer  exercise, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries : 

Moth.  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good, 
Take  off  his  miseries. 

Sici.  Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion  ;  help ! 
Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest, 
Against  thy  deity. 

•  —  geek — ]  i.  e.  Fvol. 
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2  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter ;  or  we  appeal. 
And  from  thy  justice  fly. 

JupiTEB  descends  in  Thunder  and  Lightning,  sitting  upim 
an  Eagle:  he  throws  a  Thunder-bolt.  The  Ghosts  fall  on 
their  knees. 

Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region  low. 

Offend  our  hearing ;  hush ! — How  dare  you  ghosts. 
Accuse  the  thunderer,  whose  bolt  you  know. 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts  ? 
Poor  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence ;  and  rest 

Upon  your  never-withering  banks  of  flowers : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is ;  you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Whom  best  I  love,  I  cross  to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delayed,  delighted.     Be  content ; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple  was  he  married. — Rise,  and  fade ! — 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast ;  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine ; 
And  so,  away :  no  further  with  your  din 

Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. — 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline.  [Ascends. 

Sid.  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us  -J  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  bless'd  fields  :  his  royal  bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak. 
As  when  his  god  is  pleas'd. 

All.  Thank3,  Jupiter ! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  closes,  he  is  enter'd 
His  radiant  roof: — ^Away  !  and,  to  be  blest. 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest,    [Ghosts  vanish. 

Post,  [waking.]  Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a  grandsire,  and 
begot 

to  foot  ui.l  i.  e.  To  grasp  u$  in  hu  pounces, — Steeveitb. 
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A  father  to  me  :  and  thoa  bast  ci^eaied 

A  mother,  and  two  brothers :.  Bui  (O  scorn  i) 

Gone !  they  went  hence  so  soon  aa  they  were  bom. 

And  so  laxn^  awake. — Poor  wretches  that  depend. 

On  greatness'  favour,  dream  as  I  have  done  ; 

Wake,  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas  !  I  swerve : 

Many  dream  not  ta  find,  neitAner  deserve. 

And  yet  are  sleep^'din  fMrouv»:  so  am  I, 

That  have  this  gidlden  ckance,  and  know  not  wky. 

What  fairies  bawst  this  ground  1  A  book  ?  O,  rar^  oiie  I 

Be  not,  as  is  our  faagied  worM,  a  garment 

Nobler  than  tbait  it  covers  :  let  thy  effects 

So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers. 

As  good  as  promise. 

[Reads.]  When  as  a  lion^s  whelp  shall,  to  himself  hiown, 
without  seekingjind,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender 
air ;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped  branches, 
which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  ajier  revive^  be  jointed 
to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow;  then  shall  Posthuinus 
end  his  miseries,  Britain  be  fortunate,  andftourisk  in  peace 
and  plenty » 

'Tis  still  a  dream;  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not :  either  both,  or  nothing : 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is. 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it>  which 
rU  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

Re-enter  Gaolers. 

GaoL  Come,  sir,  are  yon  ready  for  death? 

Post.  Over-roasted  rather :  ready  long  ago. 

GaoL  Hanging  is  the  word,  sir ;  if  you  be  ready  for 
that,  you  are  well  copked. 

Post.  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the  spectators, 
the  dish  pays  the  shot. 

G4toU  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  sir :  But  the  comfort 
it»  you  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more 
tavern  bills ;  which  are  often  the  sadness  of  parting,  as 
the  procuring  of  mirth  :  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of 
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meat^  depart  reeling  with  too  tmMh  dfink ;  sorry  ihM  you 
IM^e  paM  tooiMch,  and  sorry  lAnift  yM  ave  paM  tk)^  orach  ;> 
pU¥i^i^  ttml  b¥ftm  b^th  ^ to-pty :  thie  Ibifain  the  heavicfr  for 
t>titig  1)06  light/  the  piidf^  €06^  tight,  beinfg  drawn^  of  h^a- 
^ii^sa :  O !  of  this  contfadic^tion  yott  shaH  now  be  qwt. — 
0;  fly^  ehaliKty  of  a  peiitiy  66rd !  if  sams  up  flkmsands  in 
k  trice  :  yod  have  no  ti^ue  debitor  aind  creditor  but  it ;  of 
#hat'^  past,  h,  and  t6  come,  the  discharge : — ^Your  Heck, 
^,  is  ptn,  hodk,  and  contttelv ;  so  the  acquittance  fot- 

Post;  I  am  inerfief.to  die,  that  thou  atrt  to  lirev 

Odol.  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the  tooth- 
ache :  But  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep,  and  a 
hangman  to  help  him  to  heA,  I  think,  he  would  change 
places  witb  his  officer :  for,  look  you,  sir,  you  know  not' 
which  way  you  shall  go. 

Post.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  thfn  y  I  have  not 
seen  him  so  pictured  :  you  must  either  be  directed  by 
nbm^  that  take  ilpdn  th^m  to  knbtir ;  or  take  upon  yourself 
that,  which  I  am  Su^^  you  do  hoi  know ;  ot  jump  the  after- 
enquiry*  on  your  own  p^Hl :  aiid  how  you  shall  speed  in 
your  j(>tirhey'd  end,  I  think  yoil'll  neter  return  to  tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thb^,  fellow^  there  are  none  want  eyes  to 
direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  suth  as  wink,  and 
will  not  use  them. 

Gaol.  What  an  in&tiite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  should 
have  the  best  use  of  eyes,  to  see  the  Way  of  blindness  !  I 
am  sure,  hangiilg'ii  the  way  of  winking.. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Knock  otf  hi^  manacles ;  bring  your  pris6ner  to 
the  king. 

Post.  Thou  brinjgeftt  good  news ; — I  am  called  to  be 
made  free. 

g         ■  torry  tUdt  ^dd  fUtvepaUi  tdo ihuilh,  and  sarri^  tlu/t  you  are  void  too  much;'] 
L  &  Sdrf^r  thift  ycm  have^puid  tOd  «kitich  6at  df  tfttat  pocket,  and  sorry  that  you 
'    are  paid,  or  subdued,  too  much  by  the  liauor.-— Stxkvsks. 

^ beifig  dMvfii — ]  i.  h,  "EmbbweUea,  exehUrdted. — So  'A  coxfuhon  language 

a  fowl  is  said  to  be  drawn,  l^en  its  intestinei  are  taken  cut-^SrEB  vcns. 

*  ■  *  -jump  the  after-enquiry — ]  That  is,  venture  at  it  without  thought- 
Jo  hksoii(. 
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GaoL  ril  be  hang'd,  then. 

Post.  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler;  no  bolts 
for  the  dead.  [Exeunt  Posthumus  and  Messenger. 

GaoL  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows,  and  beget 
young  gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.^  Yet,  on  my 
conscience,  there  are  verier  knaves  desire  to  live,  for  all 
he  be  a  Roman :  and  there  be  some  of  them  too,  that  die 
against  their  wills ;  so  should  I,  if  I  were  one.  I  would 
we  were  all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ;  O,  there  were 
desolation  of  gaolers,  and  gallowses !  I  speak  against  my 
present  profit ;  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  in't. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Cymbeline  8  Tent. 

£ri/er  Cymbeline,Belarius,Guiderius,Abvibagu5, 
Pi  SAN  ID,  Lords,  Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Cym.  Stand  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.     Woe  is  my  heart. 
That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought. 
Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 
Stepp'd  before  targe  of  proof,  cannot  be  found : 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bel.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing  ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  nought 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cym.  No  tidings  of  him  ? 

Pis.  He  hath  been  search'd  among  the  dead  and  living, 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grief  I  am 

The  heir  of  his  reward ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Belarius,  Odiderius,  and  Abviragus.^ 
By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives  :  Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are : — report  it. 

k proiM.]  i«  e.  Forward, 
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Bel.  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  born,  and  gentlemen : 
Further  to  boast,  were  neither  true  nor  modest. 
Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 
.    Cym.  Bow  your  knees : 

Arise,  my  knights  o*the  battle ;  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 

There's  business  in  these  faces  : — ^Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Romans, 
And  not  o'the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  king ! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym.  Whom  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become?  But  I  consider. 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolong'd,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too. — How  ended  she? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  like  her  life; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herself.    What  she  confess'd, 
I  will  report,  so  please  you  :  These  her  women 
Can  trip  me,  if  I  err;  who,  with  wet  cheeks. 
Were  present  when  she  finish'd. 

Cym.  Pr  ythee,  say. 

Cor.  First,  she  confess'd  she  never  lovM  you ;  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place ; 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this : 

And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor.  Your  daughter,  whom  she  bore  in  hand  to  love* 
With  such  integrity,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life, 

* bore  in  hand  to  love — ]  i.  e.  Insidiously  taught  to  depend  on  her  love. 

— Stbivens. 
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But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  off  by  pqisop. 

Cym,  .O]inost  delicate;$fl»d! 

Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?-^Is  there  paora.? 

Cor,  More,  sir,  and  .worse.     She  did  confess,  she  jiad 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral :  ivhich,  being  toojc. 
Should  by  the  miqute  feed  on,Uf^,,andf)Ung'niig» 
By  inches  waste  you :  In  which  tivft^  sbe.pHrpas'd* 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  show:  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  she.bad.fittQd  ypu  wit|i  her  cfaftO: to.jprp^ 
Her  son  into  the  .adoption  of  the  cfawn. 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  jbis  ^jtiiaoge  j^senc^e. 
Grew  sbameless-fdesperate ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  me^i  b^r  purpo^^s  ;  repf^ted 
The  evils  she  hatch'd  were  not  effected.;  ^sp^ 
Despairii^g,  di^. 

Cym.  Heiird  you  ,^1  tbi?.:  b«r.  tVQPften  ? 

iMdy.  We  did  so,  please  yjQjur  higbness. 

Cym.  ^Wlpe  ey^ 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was.  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  h^ard  her  ilattery ; ,  nor  ^y  -heart. 
That  thought  her. like; het  seficwng : .it  b^  b^cm^yjqiMS, 
To  have  mistrusted  her :  yet,  O  n^y  dikMgbtpr- ! 
That  it  was  f(4}y  in  me,  tbou  may'^t  isfay. 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heayen  mead.fdl ! 

Enter  Lucius,*  Iacjhimo,  the  Sootb^ayer^^fii/.q/ii^  Rofnan 
Prisoners,  guarded;  Pg^-^humus  behind,^  an4  iMff^QiB/tf. 

Thou  com'st  not,  CaiuSf  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  razM  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one ;  whose  kinsmen  have  made- suit. 
That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeas'd  wipth  slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  ^ourself  have  granted  : 
So,  think  of  your  cetate. 

Luc.  Consider,  sir^  the  chance  of  war:  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident ;  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threat^n'd 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.     But  since  the  gods 
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Will  have itfthuSy  that  noihing  batioarflirefs 

Hay  be  ^sall'd  raosome*  let  it  come :  sufficeth, 

A  Romqtn  with  "a  Roman's  heart  oan  suifer : 

Augustus  lives  to  think  on't :.  aiuisoimuch 

Formy  peculiar  care.     This  onething  only 

I  will  entreat ;  My  boy,  a  Briton  bom. 

Let  him  be  ransom'd  :  'never .master  had 

A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent. 

So  tender  over  his  occasions,  true. 

So  feat,"  so  nurse-^Iike  t  let  him  his  virtue  join 

With  my  request,  which,  J'll.  make  bold,. your  highness 

Cannot  deny ;  he  hath  done  no  Briton^  faarm. 

Though  he  hath  seir'drai Roman :  <8ave  him,  sir. 

And  spare  no' Uood- beside. 

^Cym.  I  ibavei^ttitely  seen  him  : 

His  favour  is  familiar^  tome. — 
Boy ,1  tbmr  hast  )ook'd  thyself  into  my  grace. 
And  art  mine  own.— ^Ii  know- not  why,  nor  wherefore. 
To  say,  lrve»  boy  i"*  ne'er  libank  thy  anaster  ;i  lire : 
A  nd  ask  of  Cymbeline  ^iiiiat>  iboonr  thou<  wii t , 
Fitting  itiy  bounty,  and  thy-  siite,- I'll  give.it ; 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand /a  pnsoner. 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo.  I  liumbly  thank  your  highness. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee'  beg  my  life,  good  lad ; 
Andy^,'I  know,  thou  wilt. 

Jhno.  No,  no :  alack. 

There's  other  work  in^hand ;/ 1  -see -a  thdrag 
^  Bitter  -to  me  as  <leafth ;  \  your  life^:  good  master. 
Must  shuffle  for  itself. 

Luc.  .  The  boy  disdains  )me^ 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me :» Briefly >die  their  jc^. 
That  place  them  <  on  the  truth  of'girls  and  beyst**- 
Why  stands  he  so  perplexM  ? 

Cym.  iWhat  would'st  thou/iboy  ? 

'"  Softat,']  So  ready;  so  dexterous  in  wMking-^owNtoif. 

*  His  favour  ii  famHiar^r']    I  am  acqaainted  with  Ids  counteitenoe. — 

® /  know  not  whVf  nof  wherrfore, 

To  Say,  live,  boy:"^  I  know  not  what  should  induce  me  to  say,  live;  boy. — • 

Ma  LONE. 
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I  love  thee  more  and  more;  think  more  and  more 
What's  best  to  ask^   Know'st  him  thou  look'st  on  ?  speak. 
Wilt  have  him  live?  Is  he  thy  kin  ?  thy  friend? 

Imo,  He  is  a  Roman ;  no  more  kin  to  rae. 
Than  I  to  your  highness ;  who,  being  bom  your  yassal. 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  ey'st  him  so? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  best  attention.    What's  thy  name? 

Ifno.  Fidele,  sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art,  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 

I'll  be  thy  master:  Walk  with  me;*  speak  freely. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  convene  apart. 

BeL  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death? 

Arv.  One  sand  another 

Not  more  resembles :  That  sweet  rosy  lad. 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele  : — What  Uiink  you  ? 

Gut.  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

BeL  Peace, peace!  see  further;  he  eyes  us  not;  forbear; 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Gut.-  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent;  let's  see  further. 

Pis.  It  is  my  mistress : 

[Aside. 
Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on. 
To  good  or  bad.  [Cymbeline  and\vLOQii^comefoT%oard. 

Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side ; 

Make  thy  demand  aloud. — Sir,  [to  Iach.]  step  you  forth; 
Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely; 
Or,  by  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it. 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood. — On,  speak  to  him. 

Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post.  What's  that  to  him?    [Ande. 

Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say, 
How  came  it  yours? 
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lach.  Thou'lt  torture  ma  to  leave  unspoken  that 
Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee. 

Cym.  How!  me? 

lack.  I  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter  that  which 
Tormenta  me  to  conceal.     By  villainy 
I  got  this  ring;  'twas  Leonatus' jewel  : 
Whom  thou  didst  banish ;  and  (which  more,  may  grieve 
As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  sir  ne'er  liv'd  [thee, 

Twixt  sky  and  ground.    Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

lach.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, — 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  false  spirits 
QuailP  to  remember, — Give  me  leave  ;  I  faint. 

Cym.  My  daughter  h  what  of  her?  Renew  thy  strength : 
I  had  rather  thoii  should'st  live  while  nature  will. 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  strive,  man,  and  speak. 

lach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour !)  it  was  in  Rome,  (accurs'd 
The  mansion  where!)  'twas  at  a  feast,  (O  'would 
Our  viands  had  been  poisoh'd  !  or,  at  least. 
Those  which  I  heaved  to  head!)  the  good  Posth6mus, 
(What  should  I  say  ?  he  was  too  good,  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Among'st  the  rar'st  of  good  ones,)  sitting  sadly. 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  swell'd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak  :  for  feature,"!  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight-pight  Minerva, 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature ;'  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  besides,  that  hook  of  wiving. 
Fairness,  which  strikes  the  eye : 

Cym.  I  stand  on  fire : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

lach.  All  too  soon  I  shall. 

Unless  thou  would'st  grieve  quickly. — ^This  Posthdmus, 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  otie 

P  (hukil — ]  i.  e.  Sink  into  dejeciian. 

<> featurtJ]  i.e.  Proporiion  of  parti. 

»■ brief  nature ;]  i.  e.  Hatty,  unelahorate  naturf.— War«urto«% 

VOL.  VII.  X  ^ 
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That  had  a  royal  lover,)  took  his  hint; 

And,  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd,  (therein 

He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 

His  mistress'  picture ;  which  by  his  tongue  being  made, 

And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 

Were  cracked  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  description 

Prov'd  us  unspeaking  sots. 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 

lach.  Your  daughter's  chastity— There  it  begins. 
He  spake  of  her,  as  Dian*  had  hot  dreams. 
And  she  alone  were  cold  :  Whereat,  I,  wretch ! 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wager*d  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  finge/,  to  aitafh 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight^ 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring ; 
And  would  so,  had  it  beep  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel ;  and  tnight  so  safely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of  his  car.    Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design:  Well  may  you,  sir. 
Remember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  your  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 
Twixt  amorous  and  villainous.     Being  thus  quench'd 
Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely;  for  my  vantage,  excellent; 
And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevailed. 
That  I  retum'd  with  simular  proof  enough 
To  make  Uie  noble  Leonatus  mad. 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  tibus ;  averring  notes' 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  hef  bracelet, 
(O,  cunning,  how  I  got  it !)  nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  cfack'd, 

• 

• oj  i>ion — "l  i*e.  Ai  if  Dian* 

^ averring  notn — ]  Such  marks  of  the  chamber  yid  pictares,  tm  tvtrrtd 

or  eon/Srmed  mj  re  port.--JoiiNf  on. 
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I  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     Whereupon, — 
Methinks,  I  see  him  now, 

Post.  Ay,  80  thou  dost, 

[  Coming  forward. 
Italian  fiend !— Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  murd(^rer,  thief,  any  thing 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being. 
To  come !— O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison, 
Some  upright  justicer!**  Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 
That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'the  earth  amend. 
By  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posth&mus, 
That  kiird  thy  daughter : — villain-like,  I  lie ; 
That  caused  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 
A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do't : — the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  she ;  yea,  and  she  herself/ 
Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 
The  dogs  o'the  street  to  bay  me :  every  villain 
Be  call'd,  Posthfimus  Leonatus ;  and 
Be  villainy  less  than  'twas  ! — O  Imogen ! 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !  O  Imogen, 
Imogen,  Imogen ! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear — 

Post.  Shall's  have  a  play  of  this  ?  Thou  scornful  page. 
There  lie  thy  part.  ^Striking  her ;  she  falls. 

Pis.  O,  gentlemen,  help,  help 

Mine,  and  your  mistress  : — O,  my  lord  Posdi&mus ! 
You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now : — Help,  help ! — 
Mine  honour'd  lady ! 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Post.  How  come  these  staggers^  on  me? 

Pis.  Wake,  my  mistress ! 

Cym.  If  this  ie  so,  the  gods,  do  mean  to  strike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pis.  How  fares  my  mistress? 

0  Some  uyright  justicer  r]  The  most  ancient  law  books  hATe  justieers  of  the 
peace,  as  frequently  ab  justices  of  the  peace.-r-RsKD. 

» and  the  lirtelf.l  That  is, — she  was  not  only  the  temple  of  virtue,  but 

virtue  herself. — Joh  n  so  n  . 

* these  staggers — ]  This  wild  and  delirious  perturbation.     Staggers  is 

the  horse's  apoplexy. — Johnson.  . 
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Imo,  O,  get  thee  from  ray  sight ; 
Thou  gav'st  me  poison :  dangerous  fellow,  hence  ! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen ! 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  meA.if  ^ 

That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing;  I  had  it  fr6m  the  queen. 

Cym.  New  matter  still  ? 

Imo.  It  poison'd  me. 

Cor.  O  Gods  !— 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confess'd. 
Which  must  approve  thee  honest :  IfPisanio 
Have,  said  she,  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  him  for  cordial,  she  is  served 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius? 

Cor.  The  queen,  sir,  very  oft  imp6rtuned  mjB 
To  temper  poisons  for  her ;  still  pretending 
The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  esteem  :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose. 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain  stu£f,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  cease 
The  present  power  of  life ;  but,  in  short  time. 
All  offices  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta'en  of  it? 

Imo.  Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead.    * 

Bel.  My  boys. 

There  was  our  error. 

Gut.  This  is  sure,  Fidele. 

Imo.  Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady  from  you  ? 
Think,  that  you  are  upon- a  rock  -y^  and  now 
Throw  me  again.  [Embracing  him. 

Post.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul. 

Till  the  tree  die ! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child  ? 

«  Think f  that  you  are  ujxm  a  rock ;]  i  e.  Consider  fuch  another  act  as  equally 
fatal  to  me  with  precipitation  from  a  rock,  and  now  let  me  see  whether  you 
will  repeat  it. — Johnson. 
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What,  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard'  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  epeak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  blessing,  sir. 

IKneeKng. 

Bel.  Though  you  .did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye  not; 
You  had  a  motive  for't.  [To  Guiderius  and  AnwiRAOVs. 

Cym.  My  tears,  that  fall. 

Prove  holy  water  on  thee !  Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I  am  sorry  for't,  my  lord. 

Ctftn.  O,  she  was  naught ;  and  'long  of  her  it  was. 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely :  But  her  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pw.  .  My  lord. 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  speak  troth.    Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 
With  his  sword  drawn ;  foam'd  at  the  moiith,  and  swore. 
If  I  discovered  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 
It  was  my  instant  death :  By  accident, 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 
Then  in  my  .pocket;  which  directed  him' 
To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to. violate 
My  lady's  honour :  what  became  of  him, 
I  further  know  not. 

Gtif •  Let  me  end  the  story : 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forefend  ! 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips         ^ 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 
Gut.  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym.  He  was  a  prince. 

Gtii.  A  most  uncivil  one :  The  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  princdike  ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 

y a  dullard — ]  In  this  place  means  a  person  stupidly  unconcerned* — 

Steevkns. 

»  —  directed  him — ]  i.  e.  Induced  him. 


I 


310  CYMBELINE. 

With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  8ea, 
If  it  could  so  roar  to  me :  I  cut  off 's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym,  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and  must 
Endure  our  law :  Thou  art  dead. 

Imo,  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Cym.  Bind  the  offender. 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

BeL  Stay,  sir  king: 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  sl^w. 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone ;     [_To  the  Guard, 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  soldier. 

Wilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for. 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath  ?•  How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  shalt  die  for't. 

BeL  We  will  die  all  three : 

But  I  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him.^-My  sons,  I  must. 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech. 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Arv.  Your  danger  is 

Ours. 

Gilt.  And  our  good  his. 

BeL  Have  at  it  then. — 

By  leave  ; — ^Thou  hadst.  great  king,  a  subject,  who 
Was  call'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him?  he  is 

A  banish'd  traitor. 

BeL  He  it  is,  that  hath 


*  By  taking  of  our  wraih  ?]  i.  c.  Byforcinf^  u*  to  mahs  thes  to  tatU  our  wrtik. 
The  coiueqaence  is  taken  fox  ibe  ^\io\e  M:^oTi. — Soi&i^^q'm. 
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Assum'd  this  age  :*»  indeed,  a  banished  man  ; 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cym,  Take  him  henc^ ; 

The  whole  world  shall  not  sareliim. 

Belr  Not  too  hot ; 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons  : 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  received  it. 

Cym.  Nursing  of  my  sons  ? 

BeL  I  am  too  blunt,  and  saucy :  Here's  my  knee ; 
Ere  I  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then,  spare  not  the  old  faUier.     Mighty  sir. 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.  How !  my  issue? 

Bel.  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.     I,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd  : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,*"  my  punishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  suffered. 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.     These  gentle  princes 
(For  such,  and  so  they  are,)  these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up  :  those  arts  they  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them ;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.     Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment :  I  mov'd  her  to't : 
Having  received  the  punishment  before. 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  Beaten  for  loyalty. 
Excited  me  to  treason  :  Their  dear  loss. 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.     But,  gracious  sir. 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  and  I  must  lose. 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world : — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  havens 

^  Auum'd  this  agt:"]  He  refers  to  the  different  appearance  which  Belarius 
now   makes,  in  comparison  with  that  when  Cymbeline  last  saw  him. — 

HSNLET. 

c  Your  pUatun  was  my  mere  offence,  &c.]  My  crime,  my  pmiishmenti  and  all 
the  treason  that  I  committed,  originated  in,  and  weie  founded  on,  your  caprice 
onljr. — Ma  lovm. 
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Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heayen  with  stars. 

Cym.  Thou  weep'st,  and  speakW 

The  service,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'st :  I  lost  my  children ; 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleased  a  while. — 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  yours,  is  true  Guiderius  : 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arvirigu^, 
Your  younger  princely  son;  he,  sir,  was  lapp'd 
In  a  most  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star ; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he ; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp  : 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  O,  what  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three  ?  Ne'er  mother 
Rejoiced  deliverance  more  : — Bless'd  may  you  be. 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs. 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  ! — O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  lord; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by't. — O  my  gentle  brothers. 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  O  never  say  hereafter. 
But  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  caird  me  brother. 
When  I  was  but  your  sister ;  I  you  brothers. 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e'er  meet? 

Jrv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

'  Theu  wttfTu  amd  sptaVu,]  «*  Thy  lean  eive  testimony  to  the  ttnceritv  of 
thy  relation  ;  and  I  have  the  less  reason  to  be  incredulous,  because  the  actioos 
which  you  have  done  within  my  knowledge  are  more  incredible  than  the  iiory 
which  you  relate."    The  king  reasons  very  justly.— Joe  nson. 
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Gut.  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd ; 

Continued  so>  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallowed. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct ! 

When  shall  I  hear  all  through  ?  This  fierce*  abridgement. 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches^  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in/ — ^Where?  how  liv'd  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive  ? 
How  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  first  met  them  ? 
Why  fled  you  from  the  court?  and  whither  ?    These, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle/  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  demanded ; 
And  all  the  other  by-dependancies. 
From  chance  to  chance ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor  place. 
Will  serve  our  long  intergatories.**    See, 
Posth&mus  anchors  upon  Imogen ; 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master ;  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy;  the  counterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground. 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. — 
Thou  art  my  brother ;  So  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 

[7b  Belarius. 

Imo,  You  are  my  father,  too  ;  and  did  relieve  me. 
To  see  this  gracious  season. 

Cym.  All  o'erjoy'd. 

Save  these  in  bonds ;  let  them  be  joyful  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

Imo.  My  good  master, 

I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

Cym.  The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought. 
He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king.. 

Post.  I  am,  sir, 

• JUre$ — "]  i.  e.  Vthemeni,  rapid, 

,    ' which 

DittincHon  should  be  rich  tn.]  i.  e.  Which  ought  to  be  rendered  difldnct  by  a 
liberal  amplitude  of  narrative. — Stssvbns. 

K  And  your  three  motivei  to  the  battle,']  That  is,  though  strangely  expressed, 
the  motives  of  you  three  for  engaging  in  the  battle. — M.  Mk%ov. 

•*  —  intergatorks.']  i. e.  Interrogatories, 
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The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming;  'twas  a  fitmient  for 
The  purpose  I  then  follow'd  '^ — That  I  was  he. 
Speak,  lachimo :  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack.  I  am  down  again :  [jkneeUxg. 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee. 
As  then  your  force  did.    Take  that  life,  ^beseech  you. 
Which  I  so  often  owe :  but,  your  ring  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess. 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Post.  Kneel  not  to  me ; 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  spare  you ; 
The  malice  toward  you,  to  forgive  you :  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd ; 

We'll  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  sir. 

As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Post,  Your  servant,  princes. —  Good,  my  lord  of  Rome, 
Call  forth  your  soothsayer :  As  Tslept,  methought. 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows  ^ 
Of  mine  own  kindred  :  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bosom ;  whose  containing  J 
Is  so  from  sense  in  hardness,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection^  of  it ;  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc.  Philarmonus, 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth,  [reads.]  When  as  a  lion-s  whelp  shall,  to  himself  UU' 
known,  without  seeking  find,  and  be  embraced  by  a  piece  of 
tender  air;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped 
bramhes,  which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive,  be 

tpriuly  thovi — ]  i.  c.  Groupf  ofgpritet, — Stbetbns. 

j wluMe  eontaimng — ]  i.  e.  The  emitenU  of  which* — M.  Mason. 

* A»//iniMi-— ]  I. «.  CoroUoni ;  a  cooMqueiice  deduced  from  [ifwiiiim 

— Stem  f  EH f. 
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jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow ;  then  $hall  Pos- 

thumus  end  his  miseries,  BriUun  be  fortunate,  andjioumh  lA 

peace  and  plenty. 

Thou,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion'&  whelp ; 

The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name» 

Being  Leo-natus»  doth  import  so  much : 

The  piece  of  tender  air^  thy  virtuous  daughter, 

[To  Cymbeline. 
Which  we  call  ^otfis  aer :  and  mollis  aer 
We  term  it  muUer :  which  muUer  I  divine, 
Is  this  most  constant  wife  ;  who,  even  now. 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sooth»  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbeline, 
Personates  thee :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point ' 
Thy  two  sons  forth  :  who,  by  Belarius  stolen^ 
Fof  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd. 
To  the  majestick  cedar  join'd  ;  whose  issue  ' 

Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 

My  peace  we  will  begin : — And,  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Ceesar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  Qur  wicked  queen : 
Whom  heavens,  injustice,  (both  on  her,  and  hers,) 
Have -laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.    The  vision 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplish'd :  For  the  Roman  eagle. 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessen'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'the  sun 
So  vanish'd :  which  fore-show'd  our  princely  eagle. 
The  imperial  Caesar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 
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Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods ; 

And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrib 
From  our  bless'd  altars  !    Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward :  Let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together :  so  through  Lud's  town  march  : 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we'll  ratify :  seal  it  widi  feasts. — 
Set  on  there  : — ^Never  was  a  war  did  cease. 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,  with  such  a  peace.         , 

lExeuntJ 

I  ThU  play  has  many  just  sentiments,  some  natural  dialogues,  and  some 
pleasing  scenes,  but  they  are  obtained  at  the  expense  of  much  incangmitjr*  .  To 
remark  the  folly  of  the  fiction,  the  absurdity  of  the  conduct,  the  confusioQ  of 
the  names,  and  manners  of  different  times,  and  the  impossibili^  of  the  ennts 
in  any  system  of  life,  were  to  waste  criticism  upon  unresistmg  iinbecility, 
upon  mults  too  evident  for  detection,  and  too 'gross  for  aggravation. — Jobhsok. 

Of  the  enonnous  injustice  of  the  above  sentence,  near^  every  page  of  C}fm- 
beline  will,  to  a  reader  of  any  taste  or  discrimination,  brmg  the  most  dedaive 
evidence,  lliat  it  possesses  man^  of  the  too  common  inattentions  of  Shakspeaie, 
that  it  exhibits  a  Sequent  violation  to  costume,  and  a  singular  confusum  of  no- 
menclature, cannot  be  denied ;  but  these  are  trifles  light  as  air,  when  contrasted 
with  its  merits,  which  are  of  the  very  essence  of  dnunatic  wcnrth,  rich  and  foil 
in  all  that  breathes  of  vigour,  animation,  and  intellect ;  in  all  that  elevates  die 
fimey,  and  improves  the  neart.  In  possession  of  excellencies,  vital  as  those 
must  be  deemed,  cold  and  fastidious  is  the  criticism,  that,  on  account  of  inegu- 
larities  in  mere  technical  detail,  would  shut  its  eyes  upon  their  splendour. 
Nor  are  there  wanting  critics  of  equal  learning  with,  and  superior  taste  to, 
Johnson,  who  have  considered  what  he  has  branded  vrith  the  unqualified  chaigt 
of  '*  confusion  of  manners,"  as  forming  in  acertain  point  of  view,  one  of  the  most 
pleasingrecommendationsof  the  piece.  ThusSchlegel,  after  cbaracterisiBg  Cysi- 
beiint,  as  one  of  Shakspeare's  most  wonderful  compositions,  adds,  "  He  has  lune 
connected  a  novel  of  boccacio  with  traditionary  tales  of  the  ancient  Britons, 
teaching  back  to  the  times  of  the  first  Roman  emperors;  and^iboseonlniKdbythe 
most  gentle  transitions,  to  blend  together  into  a  harmonious  whole,  the  social 
manners  of  the  latest  times,  vrith  the  heroic  deeds,  and  even  with  Uie  apjiear- 
ances,  of  the  gods."  {Eaay  on  Dram,  lit,  vol.  ii.  p.  185.)  It  may  also  be  re- 
marked, that  S  the  unities  of  time  and  place  be  as  little  observed  in  this  play, 
as  in  many  others  of  the  same  poet,  unity  of  charac^r  and  feeling,  the  test  of 
eenius,  and  without  which  the  utmost  efforts  of  art  vrill  be  unavsdling,  is  nni- 
rormly  and  happily  supported. 

In  this  drama,  poetical  justice  has  been  strictly  observed,  the  vicious  charac- 
ters meet  the  punishment  due  to  their  crimes,  while  virtue  in  all  its  various 
degrees  is  proportkmably  rewarded.  The  scene  of  retribution,  which  is  the 
closing  one  of  the  play,  is  a  masterpiece  of  skill ;  the  development  of  the  plot, 
for  its  ftilness,  completeness,  and  ingenuity,  surpassing  any  effort  of  the  l^d 
among  our  author's  contemporaries,  and  atoning  for  any  partial  incongruity 
which  the  structure  or  conduct  of  the  story  may  have  displayed. — Dr.  Dbaei^ 


A  SONG, 

SUNG  BY  OUIDERIUS  AND  ARVIRAOUS  OVER  FIDELE, 
SUPPOSED  TO  BE  DEAD.* 

BY  MR.  WILLIAM  COLLINS. 

To  fair  Fidele's  grassy  tomb. 

Soft  maids  and  village  hinds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet,  of  earliest  bloom, . 

And  rifle  all  the  breathing  spring. 

No  wailing  ghost  shall  dare  appear 
To  vex  with  shrieks  this  quiet  grove; 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here. 
And  melting  virgins  own  their  love. 

No  withered  witch  shall  here  be  seen, 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew ; 

The  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green, 
And  dress  thy  grave  with  pearly  dew. 

The  redrbreast  oft  at  evening  hours 

Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid. 
With  hoary  moss,  and  gathered  flowers. 

To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid. 

When  howling  winds,  and  beating  rain, 
In  tempests  shake  the  sylvan  cell: 

Or  midst  the  chace  on  every  plain. 
The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dwell. 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore: 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed: 
Belov'd,  till  life  could  charm  no  more: 

And  mourned  till  pity's  self  be  dead. 

*  See  Page  380,  note  v. 
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This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  Feb.  6, 1593—4 ;  in  which  year  (ac- 
cording to  Langbaine,  who  alone  appears  to  hare  seen  the  first  edition)  it  was 
also  printed.  There  were  two  editions  iu  quarto,  one  in  1600,  and  andther  in 
1611 ;  but  neither  of  these  have  the  author's  nanie  on  the  title  page.  The 
tragedy  howoTor  was  written  several  years  before ;  as  it  is  mentioned  in  the 
induction  to  Ben  Jonson's  Bartholonuw  Fair  in  1614,  as  one  that  had  been  ex- 
hibited five-and-twenty  or  thirty  years  :"  which,  if  we  take  the  lowest  number, 
throws  it  back  to  the  year  1589,  at  which  time  Shakspeare  was  but  twenty- 
five.  It  was  most  probably  written  two  or  three  years  earlier,  and  was  the. 
first  production  of  our  author. 

That  it  is  his,  there  is  not  only  the  testimony  of  its  having  been  printed  in 
the  players'  edition ;  but  the  authority  of  Meres,  a  contemporary  author,  who  in 
a  little  book  called  Palladis  Tamto,  printed  in  1598,  enumerates  this  tragedy' 
among  the  works  of  Shakspeare. 

The  commentators  have  shown  themselves  very  desirous  of  discrediting  the 
authenticity  of  this  play ;  but  they  have  nothing  to  oppose  to  the  above  strong 
evidence  in  its  favour ;  but  such  inconclusive  arguments  as  may  be  derived  from 
the  dissimilarity  of  its  style,  and  the  inferiority  of  its  merit  to  the  other  works' 
of  our  author.  To  which  may  be  answered,  that  it  was  a  boyish  production ; 
that  it  is,  perhaps,  superior  to  any  of  the  plays  which  were  most  popular  at 
the  period  of  its  composition,  and  which  a  young  writer  would  natmrall^  be 
led  to  imitate  in  the  first  timid  experiment  of  his  powers;  and  that  however 
displeasing  its  horrors  and  its  turgid  declamation  may  be  to  us,  they  were 
particularly  admired  by  our  author's  contemporaries. 

Much  stress  has  been  laid  by  Malone  on  the  tradition  mentioned  by  Ra- 
venscroft;  in  his  preface  to  the  alteration  of  this  play,  published  in  1687,  he 
says,  "  I  have  been  told  by  some  anciently  conversant  with  the  stage,  thit  it 
was  not  originally  Shakspeare*8 ;  but  brought  by  a  private  author  to  be  acted, 
and  he  only  gave  some  master  touches  to  one  or  two  of  the  principal  parts  or 
characters."  This  tradition,  from  whomsoever  Ravenscroft  received  it,  is  over* 
thrown  by  the  slightest  reference  to  dates.  The  play  was  produced,  as  we 
have  already  seen,  certainly  in  1589,  probably  as  early  as  1584;  at  this  time 
Shakspeare  was  as  yet  unknown ;  a  young  man  little  more  than  twenty,  with- 
out either  literary  reputation  or  theatrical  infiuence,  and  the  very  last  person 
to  whom  a  play  would  be  entrusted  for  the  benefit  of  revision  and  correction. 

The  plot,  names,  and  characters  of  the'  play  are  from  an  old  ballad,  which 
the  reader  will  find  in  the  first  volume  of  Percy's  Reliques  of  AneietU  English 
Poetry, 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED, 


Saturninus,  son  to  the  late  emperor  of  Rome,  and  qfter- 

wards  declared  emperor  himse^. 
Bassianus,  brother  to  Saturainus;  in  love  with  Lavinia. 
Titus  Andronicus,  a  noble  'Romstn,  general  against  the 

Goths. 
Marcus  Andronicus,  tribune  of  the  people;  and  brother 

to  Titus. 
Lucius, 

Titus  Andronicus. 


L.UCIUS,     ^ 

QUINTUS,  f  ,    rp. 

rt  '  >sons  to  Ti 

Martius,  I 


MUTIUS, 

Young  Lucius,  a  boy,  son  to  Lucius. 

PuBLius,  son  to  Marcus  the  tribune. 

^MiLius,  a  noble  Roman. 

Alarbus,       \ 

Chiron,  >sons  to  Tamora. 

Demetrius,  ) 

Aaron,  a  Moor^  beloved  by  Tamora. 

A  Captain,  Tribune,  Messenger,  and  Clown ;  Romans. 

Goths  and  Romans. 


Tamora,  queen  of  the  Goths. 
Lavinia,  daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 
A  Nurse,  and  a  black  Child. 

Kinsmen  of  Titufi,  Senators,  Tribunes,  Officers,   Soldiers, 

and  Attendants. 

Scene,  Rome,  and  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  I. 

Scene  I. — Rome.     Before  the  Capitol. 

The  Tomb  of  the  Andronici  appearing ;  the  Tribunes  and 
Senators  alofl,  as  in  the  Senate.  Enter,  below,  Satur- 
NiNus  and  his  Followers,  on  one  side:  and  Bassianus 
and  his  Followers,  on  the  other ;  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Sat.  jVoble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right. 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms; 
And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  successive  title*  with  your  swords  : 
I  am  his  first-born  9on,  that  was  the  last 
That  ware  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Bas.   Romans, — friends,  followers,  favourers    of   my 
If  ever  Bassianus,  Coesar's  son,  [right — 

Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  suffer  not  dishonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate. 
To  justice,  continente,  and  nobiUty: 
But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus,  ahfl,  with  the  Crown. 

Mar.  Princes — that  strive  by  factions,  and  by  friends. 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empery, — 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  stand 
A  special  party,  have,  by  common  voice, 

» my  tuccestive  tiiie— ]  i.e.  My  title  to  the  saccMsion.— Malonk 
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In  election  for  the  Roman  empery. 

Chosen  Andronicus,  surnamed  Pius, 

For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome ; 

A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 

Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls : 

He  by  the  senate  is  accited  home. 

From  weary  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths ; 

That,  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 

Hath  yok'd  a  nation  strong,  train'd  up  in  arms. 

Ten  years  are  spent,  since  first  he  undertook 

This  cause  of  Rome,  and  chastised  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride :  Five  times  he  hath  retum'd 

Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 

In  coffins  from  the  field ; 

And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils. 

Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 

Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 

Let  us  entreat. — By  honour  of  his  name. 

Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  succeed. 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right. 

Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 

That  you  withdraw  you,  and  abate  your  strength; 

Dismiss  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should. 

Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my  thooghta! 

Bas.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  do  I  afiy 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity. 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  nobler  brother  Titus,  and  his  sons. 
And  her,  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament. 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends; 
And  to  my  fortunes,  and  the  people's  favour. 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  weighM. 

[Exeunt  the  Followers  of  Bassi  amui 

Sat.  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myself,  my  person,  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  the  Followers  o/*Satukninui 
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Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  me. 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 
Bos.  Tribunes!  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 

[Sat.  and  Ba&.  go  into  the  Capitol,  mnd  exeunt 
with  Senators,  Marcus,  i^c. 

SCENE  II. 

Thtsame. 

Enter  a  Captain  andvthers. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way;  The  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue:,  Rome's  best  champion^ 
Successful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights. 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  retum'd. 
From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword. 
And  brought  to  yoke  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Flourish  of  Trumpets,  t^c.  enter  Mutius  and  Mabtius: 
after  them,  two  Men  bmring  a  OjffiH  covered  with  black; 
then  QuiNTus  and  Lucius.  After  them,Tnv%  An- 
DRONicus ;  and  then  Tamora,  with  Alarbus^  Cm- 
RON,  Demetrius,  Aaron,  and  other  Qoihs,  prisoners ; 
Soldiers  and  People  followii^.  Tht  Bearers  set  down  the 
Coffin,  and  Titus  speaks. 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning  weeds  1^ 
Lo,  as  the  bark,  that  hath  discharged  her  fraught. 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  first  she  weigh'd  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boug'hs. 
To  re-salute  his  country  with  his  tears ; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol,"" 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend ! — 

k  Umi^  Bam§,  mdmum  m  tlby  mottrmn^  weeds /]  W«  maj  «appMe  tht  Ro- 
ttflna  in  a  natafbl  ceremony,  meetiBg  tbe  demd  mnis  oi  Anafooicnt  witli 
moamfol  KaSiti. — ^Job nson.  Or  that  ^ey  were  in  mourning  for  tbeir  empeior 
wlio  was  jnst  dead. — Stxxtbvb. 

«  Thm  grmt  drftndir  <f  Urn  Copttof  J  Jupiter,  to  wlmn  the  Capitol  vai  ea- 

Cred.— J0BN80H. 

y2 
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KoQians^  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  sons. 

Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had. 

Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead  ! 

These,  that  survive,  let  Rome  revirard  with  love ; 

These,  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home. 

With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors : 

Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheath  my  sword. 

Titus,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own. 

Why  suffer'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet. 

To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx  !* — 

Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren. 

[The  Tomb  is  opemd. 
There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont. 
And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  country'^s  virars  !  ' 
O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  joys. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store. 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  ? 

Luc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile. 
Ad  manes  fratrvm  sacrifice  his  flesh, 
Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bones ; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  uhappeas'd. 
Nor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth.' 

Tit,  I  give  him  you ;  the  noblest  that  survives, 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Tam.  Stay,  Roman  brethren; — Gracious  conqueror. 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion  for  her  son  : 
And,  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return. 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  ybke ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughtered  in  the  streets, 

'  To  hovtr  on  tkt  drtadfui  there  of  Styt!]  Here  we  haTe  one  of  the  nmnemM 
classical  notions  that  are  scattered  with  a  pedantick  profosioD  through  ttis 
piece. — Malohk. 

•  Nor  toe  ditturVd  wUh  prodigiet  on  earth,']  It  was  sapposed  hy  the  aaeieati* 
that  the  ghosts  of  imburied  people  appeared  to  their  fnends  and  TelatioBSi  to 
soJirit  the  rites  of  funeral. — STFEvtss. 
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For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  ? 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood : 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods  ? 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge: 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  my  first-bom  son. 

Tit,  Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive  and  dead  ;  and  for  their  brethren  slain. 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice  : 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd ;  and  die  he  must. 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc.  Away  with  him ;  and  make  a  fire  straight; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they  be  clean  consumed. 

[Exeunt  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and 
MuTius,  with  Alarbus. 

Tam.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety ! 

Chi.  Was  ever  Scythia  half  so  barbarous  ? 

Dem.  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus'  threatening  look. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolv'd ;  but  hope  withal. 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Tamora  was  queen,) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Re-^nter  Lucius,  Quintus>  Martius  and  Mvtivs,  with 

their  swords  bloody. 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  perform'd 
Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd. 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire. 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfume  the  sky. 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  tViem  lo  "R-ovii^* 
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Tit.  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicas 
Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Trunq>ets  sounded,  and  the  Coffin  laid  in  the  Tomh. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here«  my  sons ; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  yon  here. 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps ! 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges :  here,  are  no  storms. 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep  : 

£7i^erLAYiNiA. 

In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ! 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titus  long ! 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame ! 
Lo !  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel^  with  tealrs  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome  : 
O,  bless  me  here  with  thy  yictorious  hand. 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud. 

Tit.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thus  lovingly  reserved 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart  !-^ 
Lavinia,  live ;  outlive  thy  father's  days. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  ? 

£ii/er  Marcus  ANOBONicvs,SATURNiMUs,BASsiANiis, 

and  others. 

Mar.  Long  live  lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother. 
Gracious  triiimpher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome ! 

Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  successfiil  wars. 
You  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords: 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp. 
That  hath  aspir'd  to  Solon's  happiness,' 

^  And  fame**  €t$rnal  date,  for  virtue's  fnraiu !]  To  outlive  tax  etermUiak  k^ 
though  not  philotophical,  yet  poetical  teaie.  lie  wifbea  that  her  lifi  aiajr  be 
longer  than  hii,  and  her  praiie  longer  than  fame. — Johnson. 

M  That  hath  atpir'd  to  SoUnCt  /iappifi«i«,]  The  maxim  of  Solon  here  aBaded 
io  MM,  that  BO  maa  can  b«  prottou&f»d  toMYiMpipi^  WsmVia  4«a\kd— M alo«i. 


ACT  L— SCENE  II.  327 

And  triumphs  over  chance,  in  honour's  bed. — 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  friend  in  justice  thou  hast  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trust. 
This  palliament  of  white  and  spotless  hue; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire. 
With  these  our  late  deceased  emperor's  sons  : 
Be  candidate  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his,  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness : 
What!  should  I  don^  this  robe,  and  trouble^you  ? 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-day ; 
To-morrow,  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life. 
And  set  abroad  new  business  for  you  all  ? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  soldier  forty  years. 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  sons. 
Knighted  in  fields  slain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country ; 
GKve  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world  : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 

Mar.  Titus,  thou  shalt  obtain  and  ask  the  empery.' 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou  tell  ? 

Tit.  Patience,  prince  Saturnine. 

Sat.  Romans,  do  me  right; — 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheath  them  not 
Till  Satuminus  be  Rome's  emperor : — 
Andronicus,  'would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  hell. 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts. 

Luc.  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themselves. 

Bos.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  wilt  do  till  I  die ; 
My  faction  if  thou  strengthen  with  thy  friends, 

k den — -1  i.  e.  Put  on,  do  on. 

>  7t<ttf ,  thou  thalt  obtain  and  oMk  th§  emptry,']  Here  ifl  imther  too  math  of  the 
vrn^fv  Vfirfpev.— Stbbtiiis. 
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I  will  most  thankful  be :  and  thanks,  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit,  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here, 
I  ask  your  voices,  and  your  suffrages ; 
Will  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus  ? 

Trib.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  1  thank  you  :  and  this  suit  I  make. 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldest  son, 
•Lord  Saturnine;  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope. 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titan's  rays  on  earth. 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  common-weal : 
Then  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice. 
Crown  him,  and  say, — Long  live  our  emperor! 

Mar.  With  voices  and  applause  of  every  sort. 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Satuminus,  Rome's  great  emperor ; 
And  say, — Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine ! 

[A  long  FhuritlL 

Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts. 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness : 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  emperess, 
Rome's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart. 
And  in  the  sacred  Pantheon  her  espouse : 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  please  thee  ? 

Tit.  It  doth,  my  worthy  lord ;  and,  in  this  match, 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners ; 
Presents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe. 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life ! 
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How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  shall  record ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

Tit.  Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an  emperor ; 

[To  Tamora. 
To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  state. 
Will  use  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 
Though  chance  of  war  hath  wrought  this  change  of 

cheer. 
Thou  com'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes ;  Madam,  he  comforts  you. 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  queen  of  Goths. — 
Layinia,  you  are  not  displeased  with  this  ? 

Lav.  Not  I,  my  lord ;  sith  true  nobility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sat.  Thanks,  sweet  Lavinia. — Romans,  let  us  go  : 
Ransomeless  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

Bos.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seizing  Lavinia. 

Tit.  How,  sir  ?  Are  you  in  earnest  then,  my  lord  ? 

Bos.  Ay,  noble  Titus;  and  resolv'd  withal. 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  right. 

[The  Emperor  courts  Tamora  m  dumb  show. 

Mar.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  justice: 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit.  Traitors,  avaunt!  Where  is  the  emperor's  guard? 
Treason,  my  lord ;  Lavinia  is  surpriz'd. 

Sat.  Surpriz'd  !  By  whom  ? 

Bos.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exeunt  Marcus  and  Bassianus,  with 
Lavinia. 
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Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  sword  1^1  keep  this  door  safe* 

[Exetmt  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Mabtius. 

Tit.  Follow,  my  lord,  and  TU  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mut.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

Tit.  What,  villain  boy ! 

Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome  ?  [Titus  kili$  MuTius* 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help ! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust;  and,  more  than  so. 
In  ¥^rongfiil  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 

Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine  ; 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me : 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promised  love.  *  [Exit. 

Sat.  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not. 
Not  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  ihy  stock : 
I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons. 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
Was  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  state  of. 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine. 
That  said'st,  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit.  O  monstrous !  what  reproachful  words  are  these? 

Sat.  But  go  thy  ways;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flourished  for  her  with  his  sword  : 
A  valiant  son-inJaw  thou  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons, 
To  ruffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome.^ 

Tit.  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen  of  Goths,— 
That  like  the  stately  Phcebe  ^mongst  her  nymphs. 
Dost  overshine  the  gialltmt'st  dames  of  Romej 


k To  ruffie  in  the  eommanwealth  if  Rome,']  A  mJffUr  was  a  kind  ofdieat- 

ing  bully ;  and  b  so  called  in  a  tCatote  made  for  the  poniikmeiil  of  ymfahanU 

m  tlM  S7tb  year  of  King  Henry  VIIL  See  Greene's  OroundworkofComffeauking, 

159f .  Hence,  1  suppose,  this  sense  of  the  veib,  to  ruffle.    Rufflen  are  Ukewist 

mittmented  amoog  other  Tagabondt,  hy  HoUnshed,  Vol.  I.  p.  1S5* — 9tsi?s«s* 
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If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  sudden  choi^» 

Behold,  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 

And  will  create  thee  emperess  of  Rome. 

Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice  1 

And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods, — 

Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near. 

And  tapers  bum  so  bright,  and  every  thing 

In  readiness  for  Hymeneus  stand, — 

I  will  not  renndute  the  streets  of  Rome, 

Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 

I  lead  espous'd  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tom.  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Ooths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Ascend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon : — Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered : 
There  shall  we  c6nsummate  our  spousal  rites. 

[Exeunt  Saturninus,  and  his  Followers ;  Tamora, 
and  her  Sons;  Aabon  and  Ooths. 

Tit.  I  am  not  bid^  to  wait  upon  this  bride ; — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone. 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 

Re-enter  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  an^IMARTius. 

Mar.  O,  Titus,  see,  O,  see,  what  thou  hast  done ! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

Tit.  No,  foolish  tribune,  no ;  no  son  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dishonour'd  all  our  family ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons ! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes ; 
Oive  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit.  Traitors,  away !  he  rests  not  in  this  tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood. 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified  : 
Here  none  but  soldiers,  and  Rome's  servitors, 

1  —^  hid — ]  i,  f .  Invitid. 
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Repose  in  fame;^none  basely  slain  in  brawls : — 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you: 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Quin.  Mart.  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  accompany. 

Tit.  And  shall  ?   What  villain  was  it  spoke  that  word? 

Quin.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place  but  here* 

Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  despite  ? 

Mar.  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest. 
And,  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded : 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart.  He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 

Quin.  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[Mabcus  and  the  Sons  of  Tit  v  8  kneel. 

Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  name  doth  nature  plead* 

Quin.  Father,  for  in  that  n»me  doth  nature  speak. 

Tit.  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 

Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul, 

Luc.  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all, — 

Mar.  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks,  upon  advice,  did  bury  Ajax 
That  slew  himself;  and  wise  Laertes'  son 
Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy. 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rise,  Marcus,  rise : — 

The  dismall'st  day  is  this,  that  e'er  I  saw. 
To  be  dishonour'd  by  my  sons  in  Rome ! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[Mutius  is  put  into  the  Totnb. 

Luc.  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  with   thy 
friends. 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb ! — 
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AIL  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. 

Mar.  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreary  dumps, — 
How  comes  it,  that  the  subtle  queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanced  in  Rome  ? 

Tit.  I  know  not,  Marcus  ;  but,  I  know,  it  is ; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell : 
Is  she  not  then  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far  ? 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 

Flourish,     Re-enter,  at  one  side,  Saturninus,  attended; 
Tamora,  Chiron,  Demetrius,  and  Aaron  :  at  the  j 

other,  Bassianus,  Lavinia,  and  others.  ! 

! 

Sat.  So,  Bassianus,  you  have  play'd  your  prize  ;■ 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 

Bas.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord :  I  say  no  more» 
Nor  wish  no  less ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have  power. 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Bas^  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own. 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  possessed  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat.  *Yi8  good  sir  :  You  are  very  short  with  us ; 
But,  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  sharp  with  you. 

Bas.  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I  may. 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here. 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  honour,  wrong'd ; 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  son. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  controll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour.  Saturnine ; 

played  your  prist;]  A  technical  term  in  the  ancient  feDcing-echool. — 
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That  hath  express'd  himsdf,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 

Tit»  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds ; 
'Tis  thou,  and  those,  that  have  di^onour'd  me : 
Rome  and  the  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  I  have  lovM  and  honoured  Saturnine ! 

Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  speak  indifferently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat.  What!  madam!  be  dishonoured  openly. 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tom.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  The  gods  of  Rome  forefend, 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you ! 
But,  on  mine  honour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  aU, 
Whose  fiiry,  not  dissembled,  speaks  his  griefs : 
Then,  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him ; 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  suppose. 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. — 
My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  last. 
Dissemble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents : 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne; 
Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too. 
Upon  a  just  survey,  take  Titus'  part. 
And  so  supplant  us  for  ingratitude, 
(Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin,)       ^Aside. 
Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone ; 
111  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all. 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family. 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorous  sons, 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel  in  the  streets,  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain. — j 
Come,  come,  sweet  emperor, — come,  Andronicus, 
Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Rise,  Titus,  rise ;  my  empress  hath  prevail'd. 
Tit.  I  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 
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Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily> 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus; — 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord. 
That  I  have  reconcird  your  friends  and  you. — 
For  you,  prince  Bassianus,  I  have  passM 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor. 
That  you/will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia ; — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees. 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

Luc.  We  do ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his  highness, 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend'ring  our  sister's  honour,  and  our  own. 

Mar.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest. 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not;  trouble  us  no  more. — 

Tarn.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  friends: 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied.    Sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brother's  here, 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats, 
I  do  remit  these  young  men's  heinous  faults. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend :  and  sure  as  death  I  swore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's  court  can  feast  two  brides. 
You  are  my  guest,  Lavinia,  and  your  friends : 
This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty. 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me. 
With  horn  and  hound,  well  give  your  grace  ban-jour. 

Sat.  Be  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  II. 

Scene  I. — The  same.    Before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Aaron. 

Jar,  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus'  top» 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot ;  and  sits  aloft» 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  or  lightning's  flash; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  enyy*s  threat'ning  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  mom. 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams. 
Gallops  the  zodiack  in  his  glistering  coach. 
And  overlooks  the  highest^peering  hills  ; 
So  Tamora. — ^- 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart,  and  fit  thy  thoughts. 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress. 
And  mount  her  pitch ;  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fetterM  in  amorous  chains ; 
And  faster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes. 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds,  and  idle  thoughts ! 
I  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new  made  empress. 
To  wait,  said  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis ; — this  queen. 
This  syren,  that  will  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  commonweal's. 
Holla !  what  storm  is  this  ? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius,  braving. 

Dem,  Chiron,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  edge. 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd  : 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  dost  over-ween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
•Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate : 
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I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou. 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace ; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 

Aar.  Clubs,  clubs!''  these  lovers  will  not  ke^  the  peace 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  by  your  side. 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  threat  your  friends  ? 
Go  to  :  have  your  lath  glued  vidthin  your  sheath. 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chu  Mean  while,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have. 
Full  well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem,  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave?  [THey  draw. 

Aar.  Why,  how  now,  lords? 

So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge; 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold. 
The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns  : 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  so  dishonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I ;  till  I  have  sheath'd 

My  rapier  in  his  bosom,  and,  withal. 
Thrust  these  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat. 
That  he  hath  breathed  in  my  dishonour  here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  resolv'd, — 
Foul-spoken  coward !  that  thunder'st  with  thy  tongue. 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform. 

Aar,  Away,  I  say. — 
Now  by  the  gods,  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 
Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 
What,  is  Lavinia  then  become  so  loose. 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate, 
That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd. 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge  ? 

B  Clubiy  elubtr]  This  was  the  usual  outcry  for  aMistance,  when  any  rIot  ia 
the  street  happened. — Stbbvbvs. 

VOL.  VII.  Z 


338  TITUS  ANDR0NICU8. 

Young  lords,  beware !  an  should  tk6  empress  know 
This  discord's  ground,  the  musiek  would  not  please. 

Chi.  1  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some  meaner 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope.  [choice : 

Aar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in  Rome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

CM.  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 

Would  I  propose,  to  achieve  her  whom  I  love. 
Aar.  To  achieve  her ! — How  ? 

Dem.  Why  mak'st  thou  it  so  strange? 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won : 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,*  we  know : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 
Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Satuminus  may.  lAiide. 

Denu  Then  why  should  he  despair,  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality? 
What,  hast  thou  not  full  often  struck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose? 

Aar.  Why  then,  it  seems,  some  certain  snatch  or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

CM.  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  serv'd. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Would  you  had  hit  it  too ; 

Then  should  not  we  be  tirM  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — And  are  you  such  fook. 
To  square?  for  this  ?    Would  it  offend  you  then 
That  both  should  speed  ? 

Chi.  I'faith,  not  me. 

•  — —  a  thivi,^  L  e.  i4  tiki. 
P  To  9quar§ — ]  i.  e.  TV  quarrel. 
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Dem.  Nor  me. 

So  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  shame,  be  friends ;  and  join  for  that  you  jar. 
Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve ; 
That  what  you  cannot,  as  you  would,  achieve, 
Tou  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  languishment 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  ill  hand ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop : 
The  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious  ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are. 
Fitted  by  kind"*  for  rape  and  villainy : 
Single  you  thither  then  this  dainty  doe. 
And  strike  het  home  by  force,  if  not  by  Words ; 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred'  wit. 
To  villainy  and  vengeance  consecrate. 
Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend ; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice," 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves. 
But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 
The  emperot's  Court  is  like  the  house  of  fame. 
The  palace  fuP  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears : 
The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf,  and  dull ; 
There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take  jout  tuhis : 
There  serve  your  lust,  shadowed  from  heaven's  eye. 
And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

Chi.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smeHs  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem.  Sit  fas  out  nrfas,  till  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits, 
Fer  Sty  gasper  manet  v^hor.  lExeunt. 


q 6y  kind^J  That  is,  bj  nature,  which  it  the  old  ngniiicaitum  dihutd. 

— JOBNIOV. 

r $aered — ]  i.^  Axurmd;  a  Latmifm.— MALomL 

• fiU  our  enginn  with  advice,']  i.  e.  Remove  all  impedimenti  from  pur  detipii 

thf  admee.  The  alhiaioa  is  to  the  cnenuum  of  the  file,  which,  by  confemng 
«Biooth]iei8,  fiudlitatef  the  motion  of  tho  wheelf  which  com|^  an  engine  or 
|Mece  of  machineiy.— Stibtbks. 

z2 


TITUS  ANDRONICtJB. 


A  Forat  near  Rome.     A  Lodge  uen  at  a  duiwtu. 
Harm,  and  ay  of  Houndt  heard. 

Enter  Titus  Andkonicus,  with  HmiterM,&e.  MAScua, 
Ldcivs,  Qvintds,  and  Maktiv 8. 
7U,  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  gTey» 
The  fielda  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green : 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  ub  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  his  lorely  bride. 
And  touBe  the  prince ;  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  Doise. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  oars, 
To  tend  the  emperor's  person  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspir'd. 

Home  wind  a   Peal.       Enter    Satcbninus,' TAHOBf, 

Basiianos,  Layinia,  Chiron,  DzMzraiva,  and  Jt- 

tendantt. 

Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  yourmajestf; — 
Madam,  to  yott  as  many  and  as  good ! — 
I  promised  year  grac«  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lords. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Baa.  Lavinia,  how  say  you  ? 

Lav.  I  say,  no ; 

I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more- 

Sat.  Come  on  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  as,  have. 
And  to  our  sport: — Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting.  [7>>  Taiioka. 

Mar.  I  have  dogs,  my  lord. 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  ishaae. 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  1  have  horse  will  f   "    '     " 
Makes  way,  and  run  like 


•  TbdiTinoB  »ftliij>  piny  ii 

16S3,iliBpnip«t.     Tliiiteiil 
•Ct  OBght  to  hiw  begun.— Jot 


Tomontory  top.  j 

■  will  foUoteA^  the  game  i 

e  sivallo^^^^ne  plain.  ^ 

<  i|o  iJ^^^B,  ud  tea  ^^^H 
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Dem.  Chiron,  we  huot  not,  we,  with  horse  oot  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  groond.  [Krftfftf. 

SCENE  III. 
A  daertparl  of  the  Forest. 
Enter  Aaron,  vith  a  Bag  of  Void. 
Aar.  He  that  bad  wit,  would  think  that  I  had  nona. 
To  bury  BO  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit"  it. 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly, 
.  Know,  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem ; 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  b^et 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villainy : 
And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest,* 

[Hideithi  GM. 
That  hare  their  alms  out  of  the  empress'  chest' 

i^erTAMOBA. 

Tarn.'  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st  thou  sad. 
When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boasti 
The  birds  chaunt  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  roli'd  in  the  cheerful  sun ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  vrind. 
And  make  a  checquer'd  shadow  on  the  ground : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And — whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds. 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tnn'd  horns. 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  sit  down,  and  mark  their  yelling  noise : 
And — after  conflict,  such  as  was  suppos'd 
The  wandering  prince  of  Dido  once  enjo/d. 
When  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  surpiiz'd. 


id  b;  the 

s.  ft  seems  to  mean  011I71  thM 
. .»' are  toaufler  by  it.— JoHW«fc 
ipeech  of  Tamon.  H  appe»M» 
--  the  »lyle  of  Shalwpeate.— M. 
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And  curtain'd  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave,-— 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms. 
Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber ; 
Whiles  hounds,  and  hon^i  and  sweet  melodious  birds. 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurse's  song 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  a^leep^ 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  desires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 
What  signifies  my  deadly-standing  eye» 
My  silence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy? 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurls. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  she  doth  unroU 
To  do  some  fatfd  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hwd. 
Blood  and  revenge  ar^  hiM^uaering  in  iny  head* 
Harl^,  Tampra, — the  empress  of  my  soul. 
Which  never  hopes  mcgre  heaven  dian  r^stt  in  tl^e^-^ 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus ; 
His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day: 
Thy  sons  make  pUlage  of  her  cha^^ty. 
And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassia^iis'  blood. 
Seest  thou  this  letter?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee^ 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotte4  scroU ; — 
Now  question  me  no  more,  we  are  espied } 
Here  comep  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dreads  not  y^t  their  lives'  destruction. 

Tom,  Ah|  my  sweet  Moor !  sweeter  to  me  than  life ! 

Aar.  No  more,  great  empress,  Basfianus  comes ; 
Be  cross  with  him ;  and  111  go  fetch  thy  sons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be.  {JE^n 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Lavinia. 

BaSi  Who  have  we  here?  Rome's  royal  emperefs^ 
Unfumish'd  of  her  well-beseeming  troop  ? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her; 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves. 
To  see  the  general  hunting  in  tbis  forest? 

Tom.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  stepn ! 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  some  say,  Dian  had. 
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Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
Wkh  horns,  as  was  Actseon^s  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive'  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Lav,  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperets, 
Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gifl  in  homing ; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  experiments : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to-day ! 
Tis  pity,  they  should  take  him  for  a  stag. 

Bos.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cimmerian^ 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue. 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  sequestered  from  all  your  train  ? 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed, 
And  wandered  hither  to  an  obscure  plot. 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you? 

Lav.  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sport. 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness. — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  *joy  her  raven-colour'd  love ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  well. 
'  Bas.  The  king,  my  brother,  shall  have  note  of  this. 

Lav,  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long  :* 
Good  king !  to  be  so  mightily  abused ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Dem.  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and    our  graciotts 
mother, 
Wliy  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan  ? 

Tarn.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale  ? 
These  two  have  'tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  barren  detested  vale,  you  see,  it  is : 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean. 


T drive — ]  i.  e.  Kiuh  witl»  yiolence. 

s tigarth  CimtMrian— ]  Swarth  U  black.  The  Moor  it  caU^d  CimmtiiaB, 

from  the  affinity  of  blackness  to  darkness.— JoBHioN. 
•  _.  made  him  twUd  UmgtJ  He  had  yet  been  married  but  one  ni|^t»^ 

JOHMSOK. 
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Overcome  with  moss,  and  baleful  misletoe. 

Here  never  shines  the  sun ;  here  nothing  breeds. 

Unless  the  nightly  owl»  or  fatal  raven. 

And,  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 

They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 

A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  isnakes. 

Ten  thousand  swellingHoads,  as  many  urchins,** 

Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries. 

As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it. 

Should  straight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly/ 

No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  tale. 

But  straight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  me  here 

Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew ; 

And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death. 

And  then  they  calPd  me,  foul  adulteress. 

Lascivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterest  terms 

That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect. 

And,  had  you  not  by  wond'rous  fortune  come. 

This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 

Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life. 

Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  calFd  my  children. 

Dem.  This  is  a  witness  that  I  am  thy  son. 

[Stabs  Bassianus. 

CAt.  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show  my  strength. 

[Stabbing  him  Ukewite. 

Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Tamora ! 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own ! 

Tarn.   Give  me  thy  poniard;    you   shall    know,  my 
boys. 
Your  mother*s  hand  shall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  madam,  here  is  more  belongs  to  her ; 
First,  thrash  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  straw : 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty. 
And  with  that  painted  hope^  braves  your  mightiness: 
And  shall  she  carry  this  unto  her  grave  ? 

k urcKiMt']  L  6.  Hedgthcgi, 

c  ShauU  ttraigfUfaU  wtad,  or  elm  die  iuddenly.']  Thii  if  said  in  fiUrnkmi  phj- 
•iology ,  of  th<Me  that  hear  the  groan  of  the  mandrake  torn  up. — JonKtOK. 

d painttd  hope — ]  i.  e.  Redout  hope,  or  ground  of  confidence  mum  ~*- 

nbie  than  solid. — Joiinm>n. 
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Chi.  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole. 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust. 

Tom,  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  desire. 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  madam ;  we  will  make  that  sure. — 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora !  thou  bear'st  a  woman's  &ce^ — 

Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  speak ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  listen,  fair  madam :  Let  it  be  your  glory 
To  see  her  tears;  but  be  your  heart  to  them. 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  dtopA  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wrath ;  she  taught  it  thee : 
The  milk,  thou  suck'dst  from  her,  did  turn  to  marble  : 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  86ns  alike; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pity.      [To  Chiron. 

C^'.  What !  would'st  thou  have  mm  prove  myself  a 
bastard? 

Lav.  Tis  true;  the  raven  doth  not.liatoh  a  lark : 
Yet  I  have  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now  l'^ 
The  lion,  mov^d  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  hia  princely  paws  par'd  all  away. . 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children. 
The  whilst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests  : 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no. 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tarn.  I  know  not  what  it  means  ;  away  with  her. 

Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee :  for  my  father's  sake. 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well    he    might  have    slain 

thee. 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn.  Had  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me. 
Even  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless  : — 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain. 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent. 
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Therefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will ; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  qoem. 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  ia  this  place  : 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begged  so  long; 
Poor  I  was  slain,  whto  BaMianus  died. 

Tarn.  What  begg'tt  lliou  then  ?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Lav.  Tis  preiMMt  death  I  beg ;  and  one  thing  more. 
That  womaaliood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  kaep  flue  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust,  ^ 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit ; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their  fee : 
No,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 

Dem.  Away,  for  thou  hast  staid  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  grace?  no  womanhood  ?  Ah,  beastly  creature! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 
Confusion  fall 

Chi.  Nay,  then  FU  stop  your  mouth : — Bring  thou  het 

husband ;  [Dragging  cf  Latin i^ 

This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.     lExami. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  my  sons  :  see,  that  you  make  her  sure : 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed. 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  s{deenful  spns  this  trull  deflour.  [£it^. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  same. 

Enter  Aaron,  with  Quintus  and  Martius. 

i 

Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords ;  the  better  foot  before : 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit. 
Where  I  espy'd  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Quin.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  whate'er  it  bodes. 

Mart.  And  mine,  I  promise  you ;  wer't  not  for  shame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 

[Marti vs/a/i!i  into  the  pii* 
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Qum.  What,  art  thou  fallen?  What  subtle  hole  is  this. 
Whose  mouth  is  coyer'd  with  rude-growing  briars ; 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  blood. 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distilUd  on  flowers  ? 
A  yery  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me  :-^ 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall  ? 

Mart,  O,  brother,  with  the  dismallest  obj6ct 
That  ever  eye,  with  sight,  made  heart  lament. 

Aar.  [aside.']  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them 
here; 
Th&t  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess. 
How  th^se  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother. 

{Exit  Aaron. 
Mart.  Why  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-stained  hole? 
Qutn.  I  am  surprized  with  an  uncouth  fear : 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints  ; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  see. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-divining  heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den. 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Qtftfi.  Aaron  is  gone ;  and  my  compassionate  hfaat 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  here. 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slaughtered  lamb. 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

Qum.  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  know  'tis  he  ? 
Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,*  that  lightens  all  the  hole. 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks, 
Aiid  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit: 
So  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 
0  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 

•Apreeunuring,']  There  k  nrnposad  to  b«  a  g«m  called  a  earbwele,  irfiich 
tnits  not  reflected  bat  natiTe  U^U  Mr.  Boyla  belierep  the  reality  of  iti  ez- 
itteaoe*— JoBFsoy. 
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If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath> — 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle. 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth* 

Quin.  Reach  me  thy  hand>  that  I  may  help  thee  out; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  much  good, 
I  may  be  pluck'd  into  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 
I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mart.  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy  help.. 

Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  loose  again. 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  I  below  : 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee.         [Falh  m. 

Enter  Saturnin  us  and  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me : — 111  see  what  hole  is  here» 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mart.  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus ; 
Brought  hither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour. 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat.  My  brother  dead  ?  I  know,  thou  dost  but  jest : 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge. 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase ; 
Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  there. 

Mart.  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive. 
But,  out  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Enter  Tamora,  with  Attendants;  Titus  Andronicus, 

a;iJ  Lucius. 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king? 

Sat.   Here,  Tamora;    though  griev'd  with  killing 

grief. 
Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  ? 
Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my  wound; 
Poor  Bassianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

[Givmg  a  Letter. 
The  complot  of  this  timeless'  tragedy ; 

f  — —  timeliu — "]  i.«.  Untimily, 
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And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny* 

Sat,  [reads.]  An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  handsomely, — 
Sweet  huntsman,  Bassianus  'tis,  we  mean, — 
Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him ; 
Thou  know^st  our  meaning:  Look  for  thy  reward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder  tree, 
Which  overshades  the  mouth  of  that  same  pit. 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchase  usjhy  lasting  friends. 
O,  Tamora!  was  ever  heard  the  like? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder-tree : 
Look^  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out. 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

[Showing  it. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  [to  Tit.]  fell  curs  of  bloody 
kind. 
Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life : — 
Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison; 
There  let  them  bide,  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tani.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?    O  wond'rous  thing ! 
How  easily  murder  is  discover'd  ! 

Tit.  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons. 
Accursed,  if  the  fault  be  proved  in  them, 

Sat.  If  it  be  prov'd  !  you  see,  it  is  apparent. — - 
Who  found  this  letter?    Tamora,  was  it  you  ? 

Tam.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Tit.  I  did,  my  lord  :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  Sihall  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will. 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them ;  see,  thou  follow  me. 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  some  the  murderers  : 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain ; 
For  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than  death, 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executedr 
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Tarn.  Androidcus,  I  will  entreat  the  king  ; 
Fear  not  tby  sons,  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

Tit.  Come^  Lucius,  come ;  stay  not  to  talk  with  them. 


SCENE  V. 

The  same. 

Enter  Demetrids  and  Chiron,  mth  Latinia,  ramshed; 
her  Hands  cut  qfif,  and  her  Tongue  cut  out. 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  speak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravish'd  thee. 

Chi.  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  so ; 
And,  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee,  play  the  scribe. 

Dem.  See,  how  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can  scowl. 

Chi.  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy  hands. 

Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wash ; 
And  so  let's  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 

Chi.  An  'twere  my  case,  I  should  go  hang  myself. 

Dem.  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Mar.  Who's  this, — my  niece,  that  flies  away  so  Cut? 
Cousin,  a  word ;  Where  is  yout  husband  ? — 
If  I  do  dream,  'would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me  !< 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  ii^ke  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep ! — 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  stem  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  bare 
Of  her  two  branches  ?  those  sweet  ornaments. 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to  sleep  in; 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness. 
As  half  thy  love  ?    Why  dost  not  speak  to  me  ? — 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood. 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  with  wind, 

I  If  I  do  dream,  'would  aU  my  woaUh  wmld  wiks  me/]  If  thii  be  a  dnam,  I 
would  give  all  mj  potteMtonB  to  bo  doliTorod  firom  it  1^  wtUng.—Joairiov. 
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Doth  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips. 

Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 

But,  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  defioured  thee ; 

And,  lest  thon  should'st  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongue. 

Ah,  DOW  thou  turn'st  away  thy  face  for  shame ! 

And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 

As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 

Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face, 

Blushing  to  be  encountered  with  a  cloijid. 

Shall  I  speak  for  thee?  shall  I  say,  'tis  so? 

O,  that  I  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast. 

That  I  might  rail  at  him  to  ease  my  mind  ! 

Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 

Doth  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 

Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue. 

And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind  : 

But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee ; 

A  craftier  Tereus  hast  thou  met  withal. 

And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off. 

That  could  have  better  sew'd  than  Philomel. 

O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands 

Tremble,  like  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 

And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them ; 

He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  bis  life : 

Or,  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony. 

Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made. 

He  would  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep. 

As  Cerberus  at  the  Thracian  poet's**  feet. 

Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  th>father  blind : 

For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  mther's  eye : 

One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fragrant  meads ; 

What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes  ? 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee ; 

O,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery !  [Exeunt. 

^  *-^—  Thracian  poefi — 1  Orpheus. 
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ACT  III. 

Scene  I. — Rome.     A  Street. 

Enter  Senators,  Tribunes,  and  Officers  of  justice,  with  Mab- 
Tius  and  Quintus,  bound,  passing  on  to  the  place  ofEie*  ^ 
cution;  Titus  going  before, pleading. 

Tit,  Hear  me,  grave  fathers!  noble  tribanes^  stay! 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed ; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons. 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought ! 
For  two  and  twenty  sons  I  never  wept. 
Because  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed. 
For  these,  these  tribunes,  in  the  dust  I  write 

[Throtoing  himself  on  the  ground. 
My  heart's  deep  languor,  and  my  soul's  sad  tears. 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite ; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  shame  and  blush. 

[Exeunt  Senators,  Tribunes,  S^c.  with  the 
Prisoners. 
O  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  these  two  ancient  umsi 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers : 
In  summer^s  drought,  1*11  drop  upon  thee  still ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  his  Sword  drawn. . 

O,  reverend  tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death : 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Euc.  O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain : 
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The  tribunes  hear  you  not>  no  man  is  by> 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  ^  stone. 

Tit.  Ah^  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead : 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

Luc.  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  speak. 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man:  if  they  did  hear,  • 
They  would  not  mark  me ;  or,  if  they  did  mark. 
All  bootless  to  tliem,  they'd  not  pity  me. 
Therefore  I'll  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones ; 
Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress. 
Yet  in  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  tribunes. 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 
When  I  do  weep,  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me ; 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could,  afford  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than  stoneB : 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  offendeth  not; 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  deathr 
But  wherefore  stand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn? 

Luc.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death : 
For  which  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc*d 
My  everlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers? 
Tigers  must  prey;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey. 
But  me  and  mine :  How  happy  art  thou  then. 
From  these  devourers  to  be  banished  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep ; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Tit.  Will  it  consume  me  ?  let  me  see  it  then. 

Mar.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit.  Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 

Luc.  Ah  me !  this  object  kills  me ! 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look,  u^on  Vi«t  \ — 

VOL.  VJJ.  2  A 
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Speak,  my  Lavinia,  mbit  accoiMd  hand 
Hath  made  thee  faaadieBS  in  thy  father^s 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea? 
Or  brought  a  fitggot  to  bright  burning  Troy? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height,  before  thoa  cam'st. 
And  iiow,  like  Nilus,  it  disdaineth  bounds. 
Give  me  a  sword.  Til  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  rain ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe  in  feeding  life; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  served  me  to  effectless  use : 
Now,  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other.—- 
'Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  Speak,  gentle  sister,  viiio  hath  martyr'd  thee  ? 

Mar.  O,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts. 
That  blab'd  them  with  such  pleasing  eloquence^ 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage ; 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear  t 

Luc.  O,  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deed  ? 

Mar.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herself;  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  received  some  unrecuring*  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  deer ;  and  he  that  wounded  her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  killed  me  dead : 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock. 
Environed  with  a  wilderness  of  sea; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave. 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone ; 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banish'd  man; 
And  here  my  brother  weeping  at  my  woes ; 
But  that,  which  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spurn. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. — 
Had  I  but  seen  tliy  picture  in  this  plight. 
It  would  have  madded  me ;  What  shall  I  do 
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Now  I  behold  thy  lirely  body  so? 
Thou  hast  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears ; 
Nor  tongue  to  tell  me  Who  hath  mattyr'd  thee : 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead ;  and,  for  his  death. 
Thy  brothers  are  condemii'd,  and  dead  by  this : 
Look,  Marcus !  ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  hef  1 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks ;  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almost  wither'd. 

Mar.  Perchance,she  weeps  because  they  kitl^d  her  hus- 
Perchahce,  because  she  knows  them  innocenit.        [band : 

TU.  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful. 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed ; 
Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Laviniat  let  me  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Or  make  s6me  sigh  how  I  may  do  thee  ease : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Luciusi 
And  thoUf  and  I,  sit  round  about  some  fountain ; 
Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain'd ;  like  meadows,  yet  not  dry 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long. 
Till  the  fresh  taste  be  taken  from  that  clearness^ 
And  make  a  brine-pit  with  our  bitter  tears? 
Or  shall  we  cut  away  our  hands,  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
What  shall  we  do  ?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues. 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery. 
To  make  us  wondered  at  in  time  to  come. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  cease  your  tears ;  for,  at  your  grief. 
See,  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Mar.    Patience,  dear  niece: — good  Titus,  dry  thine 
eyes. 

Tit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus !  brother,  well  I  wot. 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tea?  of  mine. 
For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 

hue.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark  !  I  understand  her  si^^ns ; 

2  a2 
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Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this  ? 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  J  is  from  bliss  I 

Enter  Aaron. 

Aar.  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That,  if  thou  love  thy  sons. 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself,  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  hand. 
And  send  it  to  the  king :  he,  for  the  same. 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransome  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  O,  gracious  emperor !    O,  gentle  Aaron ; 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise? 
With  all  my  heart,  I'll  send  tKe  emperor 
My  hand; 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 

Luc.  Stay,  father :  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine. 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies. 
Shall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn : 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you : 
And  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers'  lives. 

Mar.  Which  of  your  bauds  hath  not  defended  Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe. 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  ?*' 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransome  my  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

i Umbo-—]   The  Limbut  paCrum,  ai  it  was  called,  is  a  place  that  the 

schoolmen  supposed  to  be  in  the  neighbourhood  of  hell,  when  tne  soals  of  the 
patriarchs  were  detained,  and  those  good  men  who  died  before  our  Savioar'i 
resurrection.    Milton  gives  the  name  of  Umbo  to  his  Paradise  of  Fools. — 

k  ffl*f/»'?]  A  close  helmet.    See  Grose's  Treatise  of  Ancient  ArmOHr,p,  If, 

from  whence  it  appears,  that  caitlt  may  only  be  a  corruption  of  the  old  fiiach 
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Aar.  Nay,  come  agree,  whose  hand  shall  go  along. 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Mar.  My  hand  shall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go. 

Tit.  Sirs,  strive  no  more  ;  such  withered  herbs  as  these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy:  son. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother's  care. 
Now  let  me  show  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit.  Agree  between  you;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 

Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Mar.  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

lExeunt  Lucius  aiul  Mabcttb* 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both ; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 

Aar.  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest. 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so : — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort. 
And  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pass.       [Aside. 

[He  cuts  ^Titus's  Hand. 

Enter  Lucius  and  Marcus. 

Tit.  Now,  stay  your  strife ;  what  shall  be,  is  despatched. — 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majesty  my  hand : 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers ;  bid  him  bury  it; 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  say,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchased  at  an  easy  price ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go,  Andronicus  :  and  for  thy  hand. 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  sons  with  thee : — 
Their  heads  I  mean. — O,  how  this  villainy  [Aside, 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face.  [Exit. 

Tit.  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  : 
If  any  power  pities  wretched  tears, 
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To  that  I  call  :•— What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with  met 

{To  Lavuiu. 

Do  then,  dear  heart ;  for  heaven  fihall  hear  om  praytre : 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  douda* 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  thar  melting  bosoms. 

Mar.  O !  brother,  apeak  with  po8Sftbilities« 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

Tit.  Is  not  mjr  sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom? 
Then  be  my  passions  bottomless  with  them- 

Mar.  But  y<9t  let  reason  govern  thy  lament 

Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  theise  misariea* 
Hien  into  limits  oonld  I  bind  my  woes : 
When  heavmi  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  overflow  ? 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  Dot  the  sea  wax  mad. 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  bis  big*swolD  &ee? 
And  wilt  l^ou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  7 
I  am  the  sea;  hark,  how  her  aighsi  do  blow ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs ; 
nen  must  ay  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why,  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  Tomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  Two  Heads  and  a  ^and. 

Mess.  Worthy  Andronicns,  ill  art  thou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  seat'st  the  emperor* 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noUe  sonji ) 
And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  ami  back ; 
Thy  griefs  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mo^'d : 
That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woei^ 
More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death.  lExif. 

Mar.  Now  let  hot  JEtna  cool  in  Sici^» 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne ! 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal^ 
But  Borrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 
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Luc.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wound. 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat ! 
That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Whore  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe ! 

[LAvmA  AtsMf  him. 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  oomfortless. 
As  frozen  water  to  a  starved  snake. 

TU.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  end  1 

Mar.  Now,  farewell,  flattery ;  Die,  Andronicus ; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber :  see,  Uiy  two  s(ms*  heads ; 
Thy  warlike  hand ;  thy  mangled  daughter  hei# ; 
Thy  other  banished  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah !  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs : 
Rent  off  thy  silver  hair,  thy  othw  hand 
Ghiawing  with  thy  teeth ;  and  be  this  <tisnial  sight 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes! 
Now  is  a  time  to  storm ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 

TU.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Mar.  Why  dost  ihou  laugh  1  it  fits  not  with  this  hour. 

Tit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed : 
Besides,  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy. 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  wat'ry  eyes. 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears ; 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  oave  ? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  me ; 
And  threat  n^,  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss. 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  returned  again. 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  X  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about; 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs* 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head ; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear : 
lavinia,  thou  shalt  be  employed  in  these  things ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  art  an  esdle,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
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Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there : 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  I  think  you  do. 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Marcus,  and  La^inia. 
Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father ; 
The  woeful'st  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome  ! 
Farewell,  proud  Rome !  till  Lucius  come  again. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister ; 
O,  'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tofore  hast  been ! 
But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives. 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  griefs. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs ; 
And  make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  empress 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  [£zif* 

SCENE  II. 

A  Room  in  Titus's  House.    A  Banquet  set  out. 

Enter  Titus,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  young  Lucius^ 

a  Boy. 

Tit.  So,  so ;  now  sit :  and  look,  you  eat  not  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  us 
As  vnll  revenge  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot; 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands. 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.    This  poor  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast ; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 
Thou  mip  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  signs ! 

[To  Lavinia. 

When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating. 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans ; 
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Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 

And  just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 

That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall. 

May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soaking  in. 

Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 
Mar.  Fye,  brother,  fye !  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay   ' 

Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 

Tit.  How  now!  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  already? 

Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 

What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life  ! 

Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands ; 

To  bid  £neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 

How  Troy  was  burnt,  and  he  made  miserable  ? 

O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands ; 

Lest  we  remember  still,  that  we  have  none. — 

Fye,  fye,  how  frantickly  I  square  my  talk ! 

As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands. 

If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands ! — 

Come,  let's  fall  to ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this : — 

Here  is  no  drink  !  Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  says ; — 

1  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  signs : — 

She  says,  she  drinks  no  other  drink  out  tears, 

Brew'd  with  her  sorrows,  mesh'd  upon  her  cheeks  :* — 

Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought; 

In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect. 

As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 

Thou  shalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven. 

Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign. 

But  I,  of  these,  will  wrest  an  alphabet. 

And,  by  still  practice,"^  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Boy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  laments ; 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Mar.  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  myv'd. 
Doth  weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  heaviness. 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Marcus  8trike$  the  dish  with  a  knife. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife  ? 

>  •       fMsVd  upon  her  cheeks :]  A  very  coarse  allusion  to  brewing. — Stbbteii0. 
"* by  still  practice,']  By  eorutant  or  continual  practice. — Joumson. 
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Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord ;  a  fly. 

Tit.  Oat  on  thee,  murderer !  thou  kill'st  my  heart; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent. 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother :  Get  thee  gone ; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  killed  a  fly. 

Tit.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother?" 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
Poor  harmless  fly ! 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody. 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry ;  and  thou  hast  kill'd  him. 

Mar.  Pardon  me,  sir;  'twas  a  blaok  ill-favour*d  fly. 
Like  to  the  empress'  Moor ;  therefore  I  kill'd  hinu 

Tit.  O,  O,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee. 
For  thou  has  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Grive  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me.-^  ^ 

There's  for  thyself,  and  that's  for  Tamora. — 
Ah,  sirrah  !^ 

Yet  I  do  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low. 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly. 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor; 

Mar.  Alas,  poor  man !  grief  has  so  wrought  oa  him. 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances, 

2\t.  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia  go  with  me : 
I'll  to  thy  closet ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories,  chanced  in  the  times  of  old.-— 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me ;  thy  sight  is  young* 
And  thou  shait  read,  when  mine  begins  to  dazale. 

n afathir  and  matkirJ]   Mathtr  perhaps  should  be  omitted,  ■■  te  fol- 

lowing  line  speaks  only  in  the  singular  number,  and  Titos  most  fffbaU^  cos* 
4psi  his  thoughts  to  tlie  sufferings  of  a  father^— ^teivins. 

•  Ah,  MToA/]  T^  was  formerly  not  a  disrespectful  expression.    Wdm\ 
the  same  address  to  the  prince  oi  Wales.— -MUloiib. 
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ACT  IV. 

ScEHB  I. — Before  TiiMB^s  Howe. 

Enter  Titus  and  Marcus.     Then  enter  young  Lucius, 

Lavinia  running  after  him. 

Boy.  Help*  grandsire,  help !  my  aunt  Lairinia 
Follows  me  e^ery  where,  I  know  not  why  :*^ 
Good  unde  MaitHis,  see  how  swift  die  comes  1 
Alas^  sweet  aimt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Mar.  Stand  by  me«  Lucius ;  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm« 

Boy*  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  ehe  did.   . 

Mar.  What  means  my  niece  Layinia  by  these  signs  ? 

Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius : — Somewhat  doth  she  innm^ 
See,  Lucius,  see,  how  much  she  makes  of  thee : 
Somewhither  would  she  have  me  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  sons,  than  she  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  Orator. 
Canst  thou  not  goess  wherefore  she  plies  thee  this  ? 

Boy.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  I  guess. 
Unless  some  fit  or  phrenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad ; 
And  I  have  read,  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 
Ran  mad  through  sorrow :  That  made  me  to  fear ; 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did. 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth : 
Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books^  and  fly  ; 
Causeless,  perhaps :  But  pardon  me,  sweet  ittnt : 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 

Mar^  Lucius,  I  will. 

[Lavinia  turns  over  the  Books  whidi  Lucius 
has  letfali. 

Tit.  How  now,  Lavinia  ? — Marcus,  what  means  this  ? 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see : — 
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Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these? — Open  them,  boy.— 
But  thoa  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd ; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus  ? 

Mar.  I  think  she  means,  that  there  was  more  than  one 
Confederate  in  the  fact ; — Ay,  more  there  was  :-— 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

Tit.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth  so  ? 

Boy.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid'S  Metamorphosis ; 
My  mother  gave't  me. 

Mar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone. 

Perhaps  she  cull'd  it  from  among  the  rest. 

Tit.  Soft !  see,  how  busily  she  turns  the  leaves ! 
Help  her : — 

What  would  she  find  ? — Lavinia,  shall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason,  and  his  rape ; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Mar.  See,  brother,  see ;  note,  how  she  quotes^  the  letfM. 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  surpriz'd,  sweet  girl, 
Ravish'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Phflomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods? — 

See,  see ! 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
(O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  !) 
Patterned  by  that  the  poet  here  describes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 

Mar.  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  den. 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  ! 

Tit.  Give  signs,  sweet  girl, — ^for  here  are  none  bat 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed :    [friends^ — 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst. 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 

Mar.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece; — brother,  sit  down  by 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury,  [me.— 

Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find ! — 
My  lord,  look  here ; — Look  here,  Lavinia : 

P  — -  quoUi,']^  \.  «.  06wna. 
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This  sandy  plot  is  plain ;  guide,  if  thou  canst. 
This  after  tne,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

[^He  writes  his  name  with  his  staff*,  and  guides  it  with 
his  feet  and  mouth. 
Curs'd  be  that  heart,  that  forc'd  us  to  this  shift ! — 
Write  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  display,  at  last. 
What  God  will  have  discovered  for  revenge : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  ! 

[She  takes. the  staffs  inJier  motUh,  and  guides  it  with 
her  stumpSy  and  writes. 

Tit.  O,  do  you  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar,  What,  what ! — the  lustful  sons  of  Tamora 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit*  Magne  Dominator  poli,"^ 
Tarn  lentus  audis  scelera  ?  tarn  lentus  vides  ? 

Mur.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord !  although,  I  kpow. 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth. 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildest  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infanta  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope ; 
And  swear  with  me, — as  with  the  woeful  feere,' 
And  father,  of  that  chaste  dishonoured  dame. 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece*  rape, — 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how, 
But  if  you  hurt  these  bear  whelps,  then  beware : 
The  dam  will  wake ;  and,  if  she  wind  you  once, 
She*8  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league, 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  sleeps,  will  she  do  what  she  list. 
You're  a  young  huntsman,  Marcus.;  letitalon^; 

4  Magne  Dominator  poll,  &c.l  Magne  Regnater  Deum,  Uc  is  the  ezdamation 
of  Hippolytus  when  Phaedra  discovered  the  secret  of  her  incestuous  passion  in 
Seneca's  tragedy. — Stestens. 

I feerCtl — signifies  a  companion,  and  here  metaphozicaUy  a  huiband* 
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And,  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  bimssy 

And  with  a  gad*  of  steel  will  write  thete  words, 

And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 

Will  blow  these  sands,  like  Sybil's  leaToe^  abroid> 

And  where's  your  lesson  thenl'^Boyj  what  say  yoa? 

Boy.  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
Their  mother's  bed*chamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad'^bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy !  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country  done  the  like. 

Boy.  And  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  Ure. 

Tit.  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  annoury ; 
Lucitis,  I'll  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empress'  s(ms 
Presents,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come«  come;  thou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not? 

Boy.  Ay,  vdth  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grandsBe. 

Tit.  No,  boy,  not  so ;  I'll  teach  thee  another  ooufse. 
Laxinii^  come : — Marcus,  look  to  my  house ; 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  sir ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  mui  Boy. 

Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  good  man  groan. 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  ? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy ; 
That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  in  his  heart. 
Than  foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield: 
But  yet  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge :— « 
Revenge  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus !  [JBidf. 

SCENE  11. 

A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Aaron,  Chibon,  and  Demetrius,  0i  one  Door: 
at  another  Door, young  Lucius,  and  an  jittendant,  with 
a  Bumlle  of  Weapons,  and  Verses  urrit  upon  tken^ 

Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lucius ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  to  us. 

* gad —2  From  the  Saxon,  3ab,  i.  e.  ths  jpoint  ^ a  spsttr,  la  OMi 

hK%  §at  usms  ilmihurpoiiitad  instmaie&tT-MALONB. 
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Aar.  Ay»  some  mad  message  from  his  mad  grandfitther. 

Boy.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus ; — 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  you  both.     [AMk. 

Dem.  Gramercy/  lovely  Lucius :  What's  the  news  ? 

Boy.  That  you  are  both  deciphered,  that's  the  news. 
For  yillains  mark'd  with  rape.    [AsideJi    ^^y  ^t  please 
My  grandsire,  well-advis'd,  hath  sent  by  me  [you. 

The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury. 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 
The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  so  he  bade  me  say; 
And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Your  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have*  need. 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  I  leave  you  both,  [osuie.]  like  bloody  villains. 

[Exeuta  Boy  and  Attendant. 

Dem.  What's  here ?   A  scroll ;  and  written  round  about? 
Let's  see ; 

Integer  mta,  scderisque  purus, 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis,  nee  areu. 

Chi.  O,  'tis  a  verse  in  Horace ;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago. 

Aar.  Ay,  just ! — a  verse  in  Horace ; — ^right,  you  have  lU 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  ass ! 
Here'«  no  sound  jest !  the  old  man  hath  found 

their  guilt; 
And  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd  about  with  lines. 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 
And  nowj  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star. 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and,  more  than  so. 
Captives,  to  be  advanced  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

Dem.  But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  gifts. 

^  Qramttcy^  i.  e.  Grand  mati;  gnat  tAaiilci.'-*3TilTm. 


yAmde. 
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Aar.  Had  he  not  reason^  lord  Demetrius  ? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 

Dem.  I  would,  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish^  and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say»  amen. 

Chi.  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand  more. 

Dem.  Come^  let  us  go ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar,  Pray  to  the  devils ;  the  .gods  have  given  us  o'er. 

{Aside.    Flouri$k. 

Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish  thus? 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem.  Soft ;  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  a  Nurse,  with  a  Black-a-moor  Child  in  her  Arms. 

Nur.  Good  morrow,  lords : 

O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor  ? 

Aar.  Well,  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now? 

Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone ! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  thou  keep  ? 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms  ? 

Nur.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven's  eye. 
Our  empress'  shame,  and  stately  Home's  disgrace  ;— 
She  is  deliver'd  lords,  she  is  deliver'd. 

Aar.  To  whom? 

Nur.  I  mean,  she's  brought  to  bed. 

Aar.  WeU,  God 

Give  her  good  rest !    What  hath  he  sent  her  ? 

Nur.  A  devil. 

Aar.  Why,  then  she's  the  devil's  dam;  a  joyful  issue. 

Nur.  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful  issue : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  ihy  seal. 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  with  thy  dagger's  point. 

Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore !  is  black  so  base  a  hue? — 
Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 
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Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aar.  Done!  that  which  thou 

Canst  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undone. 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choice ! 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend ! 

Chi.  It  shall  not  live. 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron,  it  must ;  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  then  let  no  man,  but  I, 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem.  rU  broach  the  tadpole"  on  my  rapier's  point ; 
Nurse,  give  it  me ;  my  sword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

Aar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plow  thy  bowels  up. 

[Takes  the  Child  from  the  Nurse,  and  draws. 
Stay,  murderous  villains !  will  you  kill  your  brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky. 
That  shon6  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point. 
That  touches  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 
With  all  his  threat'ning  band  of  Typhon's  brood. 
Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war. 
Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
What,  ¥^hat ;  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  boys ! 
Ye  white-lim'd  walls !  ye  alehouse  painted  signs ! 
Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue. 
In  that  it  scorns  to  wear  another  hue  : 
For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  legs  to  white. 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  emperess  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own ;  excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Dem.  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus  ? 

Aar,  My  mistress  is  my  mistress ;  this,  myself; 
The  vigour,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth : 

■  VU  broach  the  fad/Rj/e— ]    A  broach  is  »  tpit.    I'll  spit  the  tadpole.-^ 

JOHNIUN. 

VOL.  V//.  2  B 
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This,  before  the  worlds  do  I  prefer ; 

This  maugre  aU  the  world,  will  I  keep  safe. 

Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rome. 

Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ewer  sham'd. 

Chi.  Rome  will  des^e  her  f<Hr  this  foul  escape/ 

Nur.  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Chi.  I  bkish,  to  think  upon  this  ignomy.^ 

Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  4>eauty  bears : 
Fye,  treacherous  hue !  that  will  betray  with  Mushing 
The  close  enacts,  and  -ooiiiisds  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  ot  aoother  leer :' 
Look,  how  the  bkok  slave  smiles  upon  the  fathar ; . 
As  who  should  say,  Old  lad,  I  om  thine  inm. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you ; 
And,  from  that  womb^  where  you  imprismi'd  wer^ 
He  is  enfiranchisied  and  oome  to  light : 
Nay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side, 
Aldiough  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  fiuse. 

Nur.  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empreaa  ? 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  doncu 
And  we  will  aU  subscribe  to  thy  advice ; 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe, 

Aar.  Ilien  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  oonsvlt. 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you : 
Keep  there :  Now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety. 

ili^  Mi  on  tie  gnm»i. 

Dem.  How  many  women  aaw  this  obiid  of  his  1 

Aar.  Why,  so,  brave  lords;   When  we  all  Join  in 
league, 
I  am  a  lamb :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
But,  say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  2 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myaelf. 
And  no  one  dse,  but  the  delivered  empoMS. 

Aar.  The  emperess,  the  midwife,  and  yomaelf : 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  when  the  third's  away : 

"" for  ihiifml  $KtKpi.J  TUi  ibal  iUegitiniate  child.— Ma lomb. 

^ ignomyJ]  \.  e.  I^nomini).  « Utr:]  i.  e.  C0mpl§tim  mr  lm»> 
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Go  to  the  empress;  tdl  her,  this  I  said  :-— 

yUaUing  *er. 
Weke,  weke ! — so  cries  a  pig,  prepared  to  the  spit. 

Dem.  What  means't  thou,  Aaron?    WheM^fore  didst 
thou  this? 

Aar.  O,  lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  fSbin  guilt  of  ours  ? 
A  long-touguM  babbling  gossip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are : 
Ch>  pack  with  him/  and  give  the  mother  gold, 
Asd  tell  tikexa  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced. 
And  be  reeeived  for  the  emperor's  heir. 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court : 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords ;  ye  see,  that  I  have  given  her  physick, 

[PoMlwig  to  the  Norse. 
And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
This  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  days. 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife,  and  tfie  nurse,  well  made  away. 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  see,  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Herself,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

lExeuni  Dem.  ami  Chi.  bearins  t^ihe  Nurse. 

Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swift  as  swallow  flies ; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  armS| 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp'd  slave.  111  bear  you  hence ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifls : 

7  Go  pack  with  Mm,]  Pack  here  setmi  to  liaTet^  flMaongof  imIc»  a  bargain. 
Or  it  may  mean,  as  in  the  phraae  of  modem  gamesters,  to  act  collusiTely.— > 

POFl. 

2b2 
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ni  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots^ 

And  feed. on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the  goat. 

And  cabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  up 

To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [Exit. 


SCENE  III. 

A  publick  Place. 

Enter  Titus,  hearing  Arrows,  with  Letters  at  the  ends  of 
them  ;  with  him  Maucvs, young  Lucius,  and  other  Gb^ 
tlemen,  with  Bows. 

Ht.  Come,  Marcus,  come; — Kinsmen,  this  is  the. way-: 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  there  straight: 
Terras  Astraa  reliquit ; 

Be  you  remember'd,  Marcus,  she's  gone,  she's  fled. 
Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools.  You,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets ; 
Happily  you  may  find  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land : — 
No;  Publius  and  Sempronius,  you  must  do. it ; 
Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock,  and  with  spade. 
And  pierce  the  inmost  center  of  the  earth : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition. 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice,  and  for  aid : 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. — 
Ah,  Rome ! — ^Well,  well ;  I  made  thee  miserable. 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  sufirages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. — 
Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unsearch'd ; 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her  hence. 
And,  kinsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  justice. 

Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  case, 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract? 

Psib.  Tbereforei  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns. 
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By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may« 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy.  • 

Mar.  Eansmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

TU.    Publius,  how  now?   how  now,  my  masters? 
What, 
Have  you  met  with  her  ? 

Pubn  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you  word 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  shall : 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  employ'd. 
He  diinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else. 
So  that  perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrong  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
m  dive  into  the  burning  lake  below. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels. — 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we ; 
No  big-bon'd  men,  framed  of  the  Cyclops'  size : 
But  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back ; 
Yet  wrung  with  wrongs,'  more  than  our  backs  can  bear : 
And,  sith  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell. 
We  will  solicit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods, 
To  send  down  justice  for  to  wreak*  our  wrongs : 
Come,  to  this  gear.    You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[ife  gives  them  the  Arrows, 
Ad  Jovem,  that's  for  you : — Here,  ad  Apollinem :— ^ 
Ad  Mortem,  that's  for  myself: — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas : — Here,  to  Mercury : 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine, — 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind. 
To  it,  boy.     Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect; 
*  There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 

Mar.  Kansmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the  court : 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

s  Yfl  wrufi^  vitk  wrongi,"]  To  wring  a  hone  is  to  preM  or  strain  hit  back. — 

JOHWSON. 

>         ■  toreofc— ]  i.  e.  Rtvtngc, 
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IV^  Now,  masters,  draw.  [They  shoai.}  O,  well 
Lucius!.   - 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo*&  lap;  give  it  PaUas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  amon;.  - 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this* 

Tit.  Ha !  Publius,  Pablius,  whatMst  thoa  dPM ! 
See,  see,  thou  hast  shot  off  one  of  Taurus'  home. 

Mar.  This  was  the  sport,  wj  lord :  when  PnUhis  vkot. 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the  coort; 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress'  villain^? 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  shoidd  not  diotae 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present 

Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes:.  God  give  yonr  lordsftipjoyi 

Etiter  a  Clown,  with  a  Ba$ket  and  twa  Pig^mu. 

News,  news  from  heaven !  Marcus,  the  post  is  come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings?  have  you  any  letters? 
*  Shall  I  have  justice  ?  what  says  Jupiter  ? 

Clo.  Ho !  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  says,  that  he  hath 
taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  must  not  be  hanged 
till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee? 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter ;  I  never  drank  with 
him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.^  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

Ch.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 

Tit.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven  ? 

C/b.  From  heaven  ?  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there :  God 
forbid^  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaveii  in  my  young 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
plebs,^  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  nncle  and 
one  of  the  emperial's  men. 

Mar.  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  flt  as  can  be,  to  serve  for  yonr  ^ 
oration ;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  emperor 
from  you. 

^ tht  tribunal  pUlu,']   I  lappose  the  clown  meani  to  nj,  PUhtmn  fri- 

bum,  i.  e.  tribune  of  tlie  people ;  mwomiecoM.  fill  this  ofice  bat  «di a0  «efe 
deacended  from  PUbeian  ancestora. — Stbbvxnb. 

Sir  T.  Hanmer  luppotes  <!k&l  Viem«aA%— tribwuts  pMii.— Malimib. 
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Tit.  Tdl  me,  can  yon  deliver  an  oration  to  the  emperor 
with  a  grace  ? 

Ch.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  neyer  say  grace  in  all 
my  life. 

TU.  Sirrah,  corner  hither:  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeona  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  ahalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold ; — ^mean  while,  here's  money  for  thy  charges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. — 
Sirrah,  can  yon  with  a  gprace  deliver  a  supplication  ? 

C/b.  Ay,  sir. 

TU.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  you^  And  when 
you  come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach,  you  must  kneel^ 
then  kiss  his  foot ;  thei\  deliver  up  your  pigeons ;  and 
then  look  for  your  reward.  Ill  be  at  hand,  sir ;  see  you 
do  it  bravely. 

CIo.  I  warrant  you,  sir ;  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife?  Come,  let  me  see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppliant  :— 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor. 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Clo.  Qod  be  with  you,  sir ;  I  will. 

I^.  Come,  Marcus,  let's  go : — Publius,  follow  me. 

lExeuni. 

SCENE  IV. 

Before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Satubninus,  Tamora,  Chiron,  Dbmbtrius, 
Lords,  and  others:  Saturninus  with  the  Arrows  in  his 
hand,  that  Titus  shot. 

Sat.  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these  ?   Was  ever 


An  empetqr  of  Roane  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus;  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal  justice,  us'd  in  such  contempt? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods, 
ttowevev  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
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Buz  in  the  people^is  ears,  there  nought  hath  passed. 

But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 

Of  old  Andronicu^.    And  what  an  if 

His  sorrows  have  so  overwbelm'd  his  wits. 

Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks. 

His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  bis  bitterness  ? 

And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress : 

See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury ; 

This  to  Apollo ;  this  to  the  god  of  war: 

Sweet  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome ! 

What's  this,  but  libelling  against  the  senate. 

And  blazoning  our  injustice  every  where  ? 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 

As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were* 

But,  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecstasies 

Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages : 

But  he  and  his  shall  know,  that  justice  lives 

In  Satuminus'  health ;  whom,  if  she  sleep. 

Hell  so  awake,  as  she  in  fury  shall 

Cut  off  the  proud 'st  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn.  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine, 
Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts. 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age. 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons. 
Whose  loss  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  scarr'd  his  heart 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight. 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best. 
For  these  contempts.    Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
High-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  with  all :  [Adde. 

But,  Titus,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick. 
Thy  life-blood  out:  if  Aaron  now  be  wise. 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 

Enter  Clown. 

How  now,  good  fellow  ?  would'st  thou  speak  with  us  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  imperial. 

Tom.  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  enqperor. 

Clo.  'Tis  he. — God,  and  Saint  Stephen,  give  yoa  good 
den :  I  have  brought  you  a  letter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons 
here.  [Saturninus  readi  the  LdUr. 
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.   Sai.  Q05  take  him  away,  and  bailg  him  presently;. 

Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have  ?  ■ 

Tarn.  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 

Clo.  Hang'd !  By'r  lady,  then  I  have  brought  up  a  neck 
to  a  fair  end.  [Exit,  guardeH. 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villainy  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds ; 
May  this  be  borne  ? — as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother. 
Have  by  my, means  been  butcher'd  wrongfully. — 
Oo,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair ; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  shall  shape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll  be  thy  slaughter-man ; 
Sly  frantick  wretch,  that  holp'st  to  make  me  great, 
,  In  hope  thyself  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  ^Emilius. 

yil^  news  with  thee,  iBmilius  ? 

jEaml*  Arm,  arm,  my  lords;  Rome  never  had  more 
cause! 
The  Ooth^  have  gathered  head ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  condiict 
Of  LuQius,.son  to  old  Andronicus ; 
Who  threats^  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
.As  mc^ch  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths.? 
These  tidings  nip  me ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with  storms. 
Ay,  now  begin  pur  sorrows  to  approach  : 
lis  he,  the  common  people  love  so  much ; 
.Myself  hath  often  over-heard  them  say, 
(When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfully. 
And  they  have  wish'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tarn.  Why  should  you  fear  ?  is  not  your  city  strong  ? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succour  him. 
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Tarn.  Kuig».  by  thy  tiKraghts.  iatperiouB^  like  thy 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd»  thikt  gnats  do  fly  in  ill 
The  eagle  suffen  UtUe  hkda  to  sing* 
And  is  not  easeful  what  th^  mean  thereby; 
Knowing  that»  with  the  shadow  of  his  wings. 
He  can  at  pleasnve  stint  theii  melody : 
Even  so  may'st  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome* 
Then  cheer  II9  spirit :  for  know,  the  empetott. 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andionicus, 
With  words  mooe  sweet»  and  yet  more  daBgerons^ 
Than  baits  to  fish*  or  honey-stalks^  to  sheep ; 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait. 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat.  But  he  wiU  not  entreat  his  son  for  us. 

Tarn.  If  Tamora  entreat  him>  then  hb  will : 
For  I  can  smootbi  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises :  that  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,^  his  old  eara  deaf. 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue. — 
Oo  thou  before,  be  our  embassador :  [7b  JEmiiVf  • 

Say,  that  the  emperor  re<tuests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting. 
Even  at  his  finther's  house,  the  old  Andronieos. 

Sat.  iEmilius,  do  this  message  hottOiBably: 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  best. 

i£i9ii/.  Your  bidding  shall  I  do  effectually. 

[JBrst  JBifiiriirs. 

Tom.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicns ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  haye. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again. 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  derices. 

Sat.  'nien  go  successfully,  and  plead  to  Imn.    [ JBiwM^* 

« uii|Mri0tu,1  Formerly  oted  for  imferimL-^MAmvn* 

4 AoiM3Htal&— ]  Le.  Oooer  flmm which  contain  a  twMtjvko;  itif 

comiiioii  fat  cattle  to  oreicharge  themiehret  with  clover  and  die«-nNAntf  • 
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ACT  V. 

Scene  I. — Plains  near  Rome. 

Enter  Lucius,  and  Goths,  mth  Drum  and  Colours. 

Luc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my  faithful  firiendsy 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  witness. 
Imperious,  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs : 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath,« 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

1  Goih.  Brave  slip>  sprang  fixnn  the  great  Andronicn^, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort; 
Whose  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  us :  well  follow  where  tiiiou  lead^t,— 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day. 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flower'd  fields/-^ 
And  be  aveng'd  on  cursed  Tamora. 

Goth$0.  And,  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  with  him. 

Ijuc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  all. 
Bat  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth  ? 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron,  with  his  Child  in  Us  Jrms, 

Q  G(^h.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troops  I  stray'd. 
To  gase  upon  a  ruinous  monastery ; 
And  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  mftde  mito  the  noise ;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controird  with  this  disooune : 
Peace^  tawsiy  slave:  halfnup  and  hatfihjf^  dam! 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother^s  bwk. 
Villain,  thou  might*$t  have  been  an  emperor: 
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But  where  the  butt  and  cow  are  both  mlk-white. 

They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 

Peace,  villain,  peace  t-t-e^en  thus  he  rates  the  babe,- 

For  Imuit  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth; 

Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress*  babe, 

Witt  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother^s  sake. 

With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him^ 

Surprized  him  suddenly;  and  brought  him  hither. 

To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc»  O  worthy  Goth!  this  is  the  incarnate  devil. 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  empress'  eye  / 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  slave,  whither  would'st  thou  convey    ■ 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face  ? 
Why  dost  not  speak  ?  What!  deaf?  No ;  not  aword? 
A  halter,  soldiers  ;  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 

Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy,  he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Luc.  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  being  good. — 
First,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl ; 
A  sight  to  ve^  the  father's  soul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder.         . 

[A  Ladder  brought,  which  Aaron  is  obUgedio 
ascend. 

Aar.  Lucius,  save  the  child ; 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emperess. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wond'rous  things. 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall,  ' 
111  speak  no  more ;  But  vengeance  rot  you  all ! 

Luc.  Say  on ;  and,  if  it  please  me  which  thou  speak'st. 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourish'd. 

Aar.  An  if  it  please  thee  ?  why,*  assure  thee,  Lucius, 
Twill  vex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak ; 
For  I  must  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  massacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason ;  villainies  ' 

^Tkit  If  iht  pearl  that  pleat*d  your  empreu*  eye ;]  Alluding  to  the  pro?eib, 
"A  black  man  in  a  pearl  in  afau  woinasi*sb^Q"-^M.Kv.ov&. 
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Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  perfonn'd : 
And  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  my  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me,  my  child  shall  Kve. 

Luc.  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  I  say,  thy  child  shalMire. . 

Aar.  Swear,  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  willbegin. 

Luc.  Who  should  I  swear  by?    thou  believ'st  no. 
god; 
•  That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 

Aar.  What  if  I. do  not?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Yet, — for  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee,  called  conscience ; 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies. 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe, — 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  : — For  that,  I  know. 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  god  he  swears ; 
To  that  111  urge  him  : — ^Therefore,  Aou  shalt  vow 
By  that  same  god,  what  god  soever  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  up ; 
Or  else  I  vrill  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  god,  I  swear  to  thee,  I  wilK 

Aar.  First,  know  thou,  I  begot  him  on  the.empress^. 

Luc.  O  most  insatiate,  luxurious  woman  !i^ 

Aar.  Tut,  Lucius !  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity, . 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
Twas  her  two  sons,  that  murder'd  Bassianus : 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravished  her, . 
And  cut  her  hands ;  and  trimm*d  her  as  thou  saw'st. 

Luc.  O,  detestable  villain !  caU'st  thou  that  trimming? 

Jar.  Why,  she  was  wash'd,  and  cut,  and  trimmed;  and 
'twas 
Trim  sport  for  ihem  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Luc.  O,  barbarous^  beastly  villains,  like  thyself ! 

if  or.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct  them; 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother. 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set; 
That  bloody  mind^  I  think,  they  leam'd  of  me, 

f luxwrkiu  woman  f\  Le.  hucivioui  woman, — Malons. 
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As  true  sdfeg  as  titer  fought  at  head> 
Wci^fet  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  woiAli* 
iftwn'd  thy  bretlureii  to  that  guilefal  hde. 
Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianw  lay : 
I  wrpte  the  letter  that  thy  lather  fomidt 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  menti<m'd. 
Confederate  with  the  queen  and  her  two  soim  ; 
And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  cause  to  me. 
Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in  it? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand  $ 
And,  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 
And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  lau^iter. 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall. 
When,  for  his  hand^  he  had  his  two  sons'  heads  ; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily. 
That  bodi  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his ; 
And  when  I  tdd  the  empress  of  this  sport. 
She  swounded^  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 
And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  losses. 

Goth.  What !  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and  nerer  Uosh? 

Aar.  Ajf  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is. 

Luc  Art  thou  aot  sorry  for  these  fadnous  deeds  ? 

Amr.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
Even  now  I  cuise  the  day,  (and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compass  of  my  cone,) 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill : 
As  kill  a  man,  mt  else  devise  his  death; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself: 
Set  deadly  emnity  between  two  friends ; 
Make  {loor  men's  cattle  break  their  nedtf ; 
Set  fire  on  bams  and  hay-stacks  in  the  ni^t. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  teanu 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  thor  gmves. 
And  set  Ihem  upright  at  their  dear  friends'  doors. 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot; 


k  A»  tme  a  dog  at  ntr  fought  «l  ^Mif  .1  Aa  ^Uuittt  to  baD^og*,  ^ilmew 
nerodty  and  coanig&  arealwayt  ahowa  by  needng  the  bull  in  mnt,  and  Jiia- 
tng  bit  note. — ^Jobniok. 

1— .«  $h€  motmndod^']  Wben  tbit  play  waf  written,  tbe  TOib  to  iw$$tid, 
wbicb  we  now  write  fwoon,  wai  in  common  uee.— Malone. 
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And  on  th^ir  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees^ 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  i^  tUnoan  letters. 
Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tat,  I  have  dtfn'e  a  thousand  dreadful  Chings, 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  heartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  oaimot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Luc.  Bring  down  the  devil  ;^  for  he  must  not  die  ' 

So  sweet  a  death,  as  hanging  presently. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils,  'would  I  were  tt  devil. 
To  live  and  bum  in  everlasting  fire ; 
So  I  might  have  yocrr  company  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue ! 

Ijifc.   Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no 
more. 

Eater  a  Goth. 

Goth.  My  lord,  there  is  «  messenger  from  Rome, 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  piMenee. 
Luc.  Let  him  come  near^-^ 

Eaier  £milids. 

Welcome,  iBmilius,  what's  the  sews  from  Rome  9 
MmU.  Lord  Luchis^  and  you  princes  of  the  Goths, 

The  Rooian  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me: 

And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms. 

He  craves  a  pMrley  at  your  father's  house. 

Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages. 

And  they  shall  be  immediately  deliver'd. 
1  Goth.  What  says  our  general? 
Luc.  £ttilius,  let  the  emperor  give  his  pledges 

Unto  my  fidlher  and  my  unck  Marcus, 

And  we  will  come ^ — March  «way .  [EomnU. 

k  BriNf  down  ih*  deml;"]  It  appears  ftom  these  words,  that  the  andienoe 
wmn  entertained  with  put  of  ^  appaiatus  of  an  «zeciitieii,  and  tkat  Asm 
«ss  nounted  on  a  ladto,  at  leady  4o  be  tuned  «f.— ^bmvsms. 
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SCENE  11. 

Roqie.    Before  Titus's  Hause.. 

Enter  Tamora*  Chiron,  and  Dbmetrius,  duguuid. 

Tam.  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment, 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus ; 
And  say,  I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  below, . 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  study,  where,  they  say,  he  keeps. 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 
Tell  him.  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  him. 
And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies.  [They  knock. 

Enter  Titus  above. 

Tit.  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation? 
Is  it  your  trick,  to  make  me  ope  the  door; 
That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away. 
And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect? 
You  are  deceived :  for  what  I  mean  to  do. 
See  here,  in  bloody  Knes  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tanu  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

Tit.  No ;  not  a  word :  How  can  I  grace  my  talk. 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ? 
Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me,  therefore  no  more. 

Tam.  If  thou  did'st  know  me,  thou  would'st  talk  with 
me. 

Tit.  1  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough : 
Witness  this  wretched  stump,  these  crimson  lines ; 
Witness  these  trenches,  made  by  grief  and  care; 
Witness  the  tiring  day,  and  heavy  night; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora ; 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand? 

Tam.  Know  thou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora; 
She  is  thy  enemy,  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge ;  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind, 
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By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down,  and  welcome  roe  to  this  world's  light; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 
There's  not  a  hollow  cave,  or  lurking-place. 
No  vast  obscurity,  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detested  rape. 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge,  which  makes  the  foul  offender  quake. 

Tit,  Art  thou  Revenge?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me. 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies? 

Tarn.  I  am ;  therefore  come  down^  and  welcome  me. 

Tit.  Do  me  some  service^  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape,  and  Murder,  stands ; 
Now  give  some  'surance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  then  Fll  come,  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  proper  palfries,  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away. 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves : 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long ; 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rising  in  the  east. 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  sea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  task. 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn,  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit.  Are  they  thy  ministers?  what  are  they  call'd? 

Tarn.  Rapine,  and  Murder ;  therefore  called  so, 
'Cause  they  take  vengeance  of  such  kind  of  men. 

Tit.  Good  lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons  they  are! 
And  you,  the  empress !  But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee : 
And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by. 

lExit  T\TV8,  from  above. 
Tarn.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy  •. 

VOLs    VII.  2   c 


To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 

Enter  Titus. 

Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee : 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woeful  house ; — 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too : — 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are  ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor : — 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  such  a  devil  ? 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  empress  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.    What  shall  we  do  ? 

Tarn,  What  would 'st  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus? 

Dem.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal  with  him. 

Chi.  Show  me  a  villain,  that  hath  done  a  rape. 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tarn.  Show  me  a  thousand,  that  have  done  thee  wroii| 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of  Rome; 
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I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  some  violent  death. 
They  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 

Tom.  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us ;  this  shall  we  do. 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  son. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  her  sons, 
The  emperor  himself,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  heart. 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother ! — 'tis  sad  Titus  calls. 

Enter  Marcus. 

Qo,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  : 
Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  ; 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are : 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 
Feast  at  my  house :  and  he  shall  feast  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love :  and  so  let  him. 
As  he  regard's  his  aged  father's  life. 

Mar.  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again.         [£rtV. 

Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business. 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape  and  Murder  stay  with  me  ; 
Or  else  HI  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tain.  What  say  you,  boys  ?  will  you  abide  with  him> 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor. 
How  I  have  govem'd  our  determine  jest? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  fair.    [AacIt. 
And  tarry  with  him,  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me  mad  9 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam.         [Aside. 

Dem.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasuxe»Vea.N^  \uk\iKt^*    - 

2c2 
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Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronicus  :  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.         [Exit  Tamora. 

Tit»  I  know  thou  dost ;  and,  sweet  Revenge,  fiurewell. 

Chi.  Tell  us  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  employ'd? 

Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Vaientine  ! 

Enter  Publius  and  others. 

Pub.  What's  your  will  ? 

Tit.  Know  you  these  two  ? 

Pub.  Th'  empress'  sons, 

I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fye,  Publius,  fye  !  thou  art  too  much  deceived; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name : 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius ; 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  : 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour. 
And  now  I  find  it;  therefore  bind  them  sure; 
And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[Exit  Titus. — Publius,  8^c.  lay  hold  on  Chiron 
and  D£METRius. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear;  we  are  the  empress'  sons. 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. — 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word : 
Is  he  sure  bound  ?  look,  that  you  bind  them  fast. 

Re-enter  Titus  Andronicus,  with  Lavinia  ;  she  bearing 

a  Bason,  and  \e  a  Knife. 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia :  look,  thy  foes  are  bound; — 
Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  have  stain'd  vnth  mud: 
This  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 
You  kiird  her  husband ;  and  for  that  vile  fault. 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death : 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jest : 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  &i^o\\^&s  O^'^l'&VxV]  > 
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Inhuman  traitors,  you  constrain*d  and  forc'd. 
What  would  you  say,  if  I  should  let  you  speak  ? 
Villains,  for  shame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  martyr. you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats ; 
Whilst  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth  hold 
The  bason,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  knpw^  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  m^. 
And  calls  herself.  Revenge,  and  thinks  me*  mad, — 
Hark,  villains ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dust,  . 
And  with  your  blood  and  it,  I'll  make  a  paste ; 
And  of  the  paste  a  coffin^  I  will  rear. 
And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads ; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  unhallowed  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase. 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to,  «• 

And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit,  on  ; 
For  worse  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter. 
And  worse  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd : 
And  now  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuts  their  throats. 
Receive  the  blood  :  and,  when  that  they  are  dead. 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  small. 
And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 
And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bakM. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet :  which  I  wish  may  prove 
More  stern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  feast. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook. 
And  see  them  ready  'gainst  their  mother  comes. 

lExeunt,  bearing  the  dead  bodies, 

t  And  of  the  pagte  a  coffin — ]  A  coffin  is  the  term  of  art  for  the  cavity  of  a 
raised  pye. — ^JoRNtON. 
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SCENE  III. 
The  same.    A  Pavilion,  vfith  Tablet,  S[c. 

» 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  toiih  Aaron, 

Prisoner. 

Luc.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  'tis  my  father*s  mind. 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

1  Goth.  And  ours,  with  thine,  befall  what  fortune 
wilL- 

Luc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face. 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings : 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong : 
I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Jar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart! 

Luc.  Away,  inhuman  dog !  unhallow'd  slave ! — 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

[Exeunt  Goths,  with  Aaron.    Fbmrhk 
The  trumpets  show,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

Enter  Saturninus  and  Tamora,  tot^A  Tribunes,  Sena- 
tors, and  others. 

Sat.  What,  hath  the  firmament  more  suns  than  one? 

Luc.  What  boots  it  thee,  to  call  thyself  a  sun? 

Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  break  the  parle  ;* 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end, 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome : 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 


■  And ourt, with  thing,  ^c]  i.e.  And  our  eontgnt  runs paraUil  wUk  thim,bttk$ 
eonmguMncgqfour  coming  to  Rome  what  it  may, — Malonx. 

■ brook  the  parU ;]  That  ii,  begin  the  parUy,    We  yet  lay,  he  hrmkt  hit 

JBiod. — JoHNfON. 
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Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 

[Hautboys  sound.     Thi  compavy  sit  down 
at  Table. 

Enter  Titus,  dressed  like  a  cook,  Lavinia,  veiled,  young 
Lucius,  and  others.  Titus  places  the  Dishes  an  tin 
Table. 

Tii.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord;  welcome,  dread  queen; 
Welcotne,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius ; 
Aikl  welcome^  k\l ;  although  the  cheer  be  poor. 
Twill  fill  your  stomachs ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 

SeU.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus? 

Tit.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have  all  well. 
To  entertain  your  highness,  and  your  empress. 

Tanii  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were- 
My  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this ; 
Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius, 
To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand. 
Because  she  was  enforced,  stain'd,  and  deflour*d  ? 

Sat.  It  was,  Andi^onicus. 

Tit.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord ! 

Sat.  Because  the  girl  shbuld  not  surriye  her  shame, 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

Tit.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant. 
For  me,  most  wretched  to  perform  the  like  t — 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee ; 

[He  kills  Lavinia. 
And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father's  sorrow  die ! 

S^.  What  hast  thou  done,  unnatural,  and  unkind  ? 

Tit.  Kiird  her,  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blind. 
I  am  as  woeful  as  Virginius  was  : 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  she  ravished?  tell,  who  did  the  deed. 

Tit.  Wiirt  please  you  eat  ?  will't  please  your  highness 
feed? 

Tarn.  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter  thus  ? 

Tit.  Not  I ;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius  : 
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Tbey  ravish'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue^ 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  did  her  all  this  wrong. 

Sat.  Oo  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pye ; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed. 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred.** 
Tis  true,  'tis  true ;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 

[Killimg  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantick  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed. 

IKilHng  TiTVi. 

Luc.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed? 
There's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[Kills  Saturninus.  A  great  Tumuli.  The  People 
in  confusion  disperse.  Marcus,  Lucius,  aasi 
their  Partisans  ascend  the  Steps  before  Titus's 
House. 

Mar.  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of  Rome, 
By  uproar  sever'd^  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusts, 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  com  into  one  mutual  sheaf. 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 

Sen.  Lest  Rome  herself  be  bane  unto  herself; 
And  she,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'sy  to. 
Like  a  forlorn  and  desperate  cast-away. 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  age. 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience. 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend ;  [to  Lucius.]  as  erst  our  an- 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse,    [cestor. 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear. 
The  story  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 
When  subtle  Greeks  surpriz'd  king  Priam's  Troy; 

•  Eatmg  tktJUth  that  ihe  herself  hath  bredJ]  Tlie  additiooB  made  by  Ravent- 
.  cioft  to  thii  fcene,  are  so  much  of  a  piece  with  it,  that  I  camoC  raaist  the 
temptation  of  showing  the  reader  how  he  continues  ihe  speedi  befbfe  ua : 
"  Thus  cramm'd  thou'rt  bravely  fattened  up  for  heU, 
And  thus  to  Pluto  I  do  senre  thee  up.  [Stabi  the  Emprm.'* 

And  then* — "  A  eurtam  drawn  dueavtrt  the  heads  and  handt  ef  DiwrtiiiM  ami 
Chiran  hanging  vp  agakut  the  wall;  their  bodiu  in  chtdn  m  Uoedy  ImmL — 
SriivsKS. 
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Tell  U8,  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 

Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in. 

That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound. — 

My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint,  nor  steel ; 

Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 

But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory. 

And  break  my  very  utterance ;  even  iHhe  time 

When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most. 

Lending  your  kind  commiseration  : 

Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale: 

Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak. 

Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister : 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  despis'd ;  and  basely  cozen'd' 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel  out. 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banished. 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  tum'd  weeping  out. 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies ; 
Who  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears. 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend : 
And  I  am  the  tum'd-^forth,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood ; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point. 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
Alas !  you  know,  I  am  no  vaunter,  I ; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are,  / 
That  my  report  is  just,  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  soft;  methinks^  I  do  digress  too  much. 
Citing  my  worthless  praise ;  O,  pardon  me ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themselves. 

Mar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak;  Behold  this  child, 

[Pointing  to  the  Child  in  the  arms  of  an  Attendant. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes ; 

P mnd  bately  eoten'd — ]  i.  e.  And  he  bately  canned, — Malow x. 
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The  villain  is  dive  in  Titus'  house, 

Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  trae. 

Now  judge  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 

These  wrongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience. 

Or  more  than  any  Uving  man  could  bear* 

Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you^  Romam? 

Have  we  done  aught  amiss  ?  Show  us  wherein. 

And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now. 

The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 

Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  dovm. 

And  on  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  bnuns. 

And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 

Speak,  Romans,  speak ;  and,  if  you  say,  we  shall^ 

Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 

JEmil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rome, 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor ;  for,  well  I  know. 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  shall  be  so. 

Ram.  [Several speak.']  Lucius,  all  hail;   Rome's  royd 
emperor ! 

Lucius,  ifc.  descend. 

Mar.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  sorrowful  house ; 

[Toon  Attendiot 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  some  direful  slaughtering  deaths 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

Ram.  [Several  speak."]  Lucius,  all  hail ;  Rome's  gnlcioM 
governor ! 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans ;  May  I  govern  so. 
To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away  her  woe! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task ; — 
Stand  all  aloof  ;«*-but,  uncle,  draw  you  near. 
To  shed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk  : — 
O,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips. 

[Kkm  Titos. 
These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-stain'd  face. 
The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son ! 

Mar.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss. 
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Thy  brother  Marcas  tenders  on  thy  lips : 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite^  yet  would  I  pay  them  ! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy ;  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 
To  melt  in  showers :  Thy  grandsire  loVd  thee  well : 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  asleep,  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee. 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy; 
In  that  respect  then,  like  a  loving  child. 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  thy  tender  spring. 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so : 
Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  woe : 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave  ; 
Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Boy.  O  grandsire,  grandsire !  even  with  all  my  heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! 

0  lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping ; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Attendants,  with  Aabon. 

1  Horn.  You  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes ; 
Oive  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  famish  him ; 
There  let  him  stand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him. 
For  the  offence  he  dies.    This  is  our  doom. 
Some  stay,  to  see  him  fasten'd  in  the  earth  .^ 

Aar.  O,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury  dumb? 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  base  prayers, 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done ; 
Ten  thousand,  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will ; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  soul. 
Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperor  hence, 

q to  tee  him  fastened  in  the  earth.]  ThaXjuOiee  and  cookery  may  go  band 

in  hand  to  the  condition  of  this  play,  in  Raventcroft'i  alteration  of  it,  Aaron 
if  at  once  racked  and  roatted  on  the  itage. — Stsstsks. 
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And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave : 

My  father^  and  Lavinia,  shall  forthwith 

Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument. 

As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 

No  funeral  rite»  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds. 

No  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 

But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts,  and  birds  of  prey : 

Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity ; 

And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity. 

See  justice  done  to  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 

By  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning  : 

Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state ; 

That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [ExatntJ 

r  AU  the  editon  and  critickB  agree  with  Mr.  Theohald  in  lappoting  tkit 
play  spuriouB.  I  gee  no  reason  for  difiering  from  them ;  for  the  ccdoor  of  the 
style  IS  whollj  different  from  that  of  the  o3ier  plays,  and  there  is  mn  attempt 
at  reg^iilar  versificaition,  and  artificial  closes,  not  always  inelegant,  yet  seldola 
pleasmg.  The  barbarity  of  the  ^>ectacles,  and  the  general  maasacre,  which 
are  here  exhibited,  can  scarcely  be  conceived  tolerable  to  any  audience ;  jtt 
we  are  told  by  Jonson,  that  they  were  not  only  borne  but  praised.  That  Siliak- 
speare  wrote  any  part,  thoagh  Theobald  declares  it  ineonmHbU,  I  tea  mo  rea- 
son for  believing. 

The  testimony  by  which  it  is  ascribed  to  Shakspeaie,  is  by  no  means  eqoal 
to  the  sreument  against  its  aathenticity,  arising  from  the  total  difference  of 
conduct,  language,  and  sentiments,  by  which  it  stands  ^>art  from  aU  tiie  rest. 
Meres  had  probably  no  other  evidence  than  that  of  a  title-pagv,^  whidt, 
though  in  our  time  it  be  sufScient,  was  then  of  no  great  authority ;  for  all 
the  ^vs  which  were  rejected  by  the  first  collectors  of  Shakspeare's  woiks, 
and  admitted  in. later  editions,  and  again  rejected  by  the  critical  edkocs, 
had  Shakspeare's  name  on  the  title,  as  we  must  suppose,  by  the  frwidalenos 
of  the  printers,  who,  while  there  were  yet  no  gazettes,  nor  adveitisemeBti, 
nor  any  means  of  drculacing  literary  intelligence,  could  usurp  at  pleasiOe  any 
celebrated  name.  Nor  had  Shakspeare  any  interest  in  detecting  the  impcetniet 
as  none  of  his  fame  or  profit  was  produced  by  the  press. — Johnson. 

^  The  name  of  the  author  was  not  mentioned  in  the  title-page  of  any  of  &• 
three  quarto  editions  of  this  play ;  and  Meres  most  jprobabl?  bad  other  efi- 
dence,  for  he  appears  to  have  been  personally  acquamted  with  Shakspeare ; 
and  speaks  in  commendation  of  his  sonnets,  at  a  time  when  he  could  only 
have  seen  them  in  the  MS. 


PERICLES, 
PRINCE    OF   TYRE. 


This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  May  2,  1608,  by  Edward  Blount, 
one  of  the  printers  of  the  first  folio  edition  of  Shakspeare*s  works ;  bat  it  did 
not  appear  in  print  till  the  following  year,  and  then  it  was  published  not  by 
Blonnt  but  by  Henry  Gosson,  who  had  probably  anticipated  the  other,  by  get- 
ting a  hasty  transcript  from  a  play-house  copy.  There  is  no  play  of  the  an- 
thor's,  perhaps  not  in  the  English  language,  of  which  the  text  is  as  oomptad 
as  that  of  this  tragedy.  The  most  corrupt  of  Shakspeare's  other  dramas  is 
parity  itself  compared  with  Pericles. 

The  story  on  which  this  play  is  formed,  is  of  great  antiqoity.  It  is  feuad 
in  a  book,  once  very  popular,  entitled  GeUa  Romanorum,  which  is  supposed  by 
Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  the  leaned  editor  of  77^  CanterifUTy  TaUt  rf  Chauetr,  1775,  to 
hare  been  written  five  hundred  years  ago.  The  earliest  impression  of  thai 
work  (which  I  have  seen)  was  printed  in  1488 ;  in  that  edition  the  histoiy  Of 
Appoloniui  King  if  Tyre  makes  the  153d  chi^pter.  It  is  likewise  related  by 
Oower  in  his  Cmfeuio  Amantu,  lib.  riii.  p.  175 — 185,  edit.  1554k  Th*  Ser. 
Dr.  Fanner  has  in  his  possession  a  fragment  of  a  MS.  poem  on  the  saiM  sob- 
ject,  which  appears  from  the  hand- writing  and  the  metre,  to  be  more  aniBieQt 
than  Gower.  There  is  also  an  ancient  Romance  on  this  subject,  called  Kyng 
Affpolyn  rf  Thyre,  translated  from  the  French  by  Robert  Copland,  and  printed  by 
"Wyvkyn.  de  Worde  in  1510.  In  1576  William  Howe  had  a  licence  far  print- 
ing Tht  wtoU  excellent,  pleasant,  and  variable  Hittotie  <f  the  ttrtmge  Aimntmm  ef 
Prince  Appolonius,  Locine  hie  foyfe,  and  Tharsa  hit  daughter.  The  andior  ii 
Perielet  baring  introduced  Gower  in  his  piece,  it  is  reasonable  enough  to  sup- 
pose that  he  chiefly  followed  the  work  of  that  poet.  It  is  obserrable,  that  the 
hero  of  this  tale  is,  in  Gower's  poem,  as  in  the  present  play,  called  Prince  of 
l^re;  in  the  Getta  Romanorum,  and  Copland's  prose  Romance,  he  is  entitled 
JTtng.  Most  of  the  incidents  of  the  play  are  found  in  the  Conf.  Amant.  and  a 
few  of  Gower*s  expressions  are  occasionally  borrowed.  However,  I  think  it  is 
not  unlikely,  that  there  may  have  been  (though  I  have  not  met  with  it)  an  early 
prose  translation  of  this  popular  story  from  the  Gett,  Roman,  in  which  the  name 
of  Appolonius  was  changed  to  Pericles ;  to  which,  likewise,  the  author  of  this 
drama  may  have  been  indebted.  In  1607  was  published  at  London,  by  Va- 
lentine  Sims,  "  The  patteme  of  painful  adventures,  containing  the  most  ezcd- 
lent,  {feasant,  and  variable  Historie  of  the  strange  Accidents  that  befaU  unto 
Prince  Appolonius,  the  lady  Ludna  his  wife,  and  Tharsia  his  daughter,  where- 
in the  uncertaintie  of  this  world  and  the  fickle  state  of  man's  life  are  livdy 
described.  Translated  into  English  by  T.  Twine,  Gent"  I  have  never  sem 
the  book,  but  it  was  without  doubt  a  re-publication  of  that  published  by  W. 
Howe  in  1577.  This  play  seems  to  have  been  particularly  successful.  In  the 
four  quarto  editions  it  is  called,  the  "  much  admired"  play  of  Pericles,  prince 
of  Tyre,  and  is  mentioned  by  many  ancient  writers  as  a  popular  performance. 
— Malone. 

Rowe,  in  his  first  edition  of  Shakspeare,  says,  '*  It  is  owned  that  some  part 
of  Pericle$  certainly  was  writteu  by  him,  particularly  the  last  act.  Fanner 
thinks  the  hand  of  Shakspeare  may  be  sometimes  seen  in  the  latter  part  of 
the  play,  but  there  only." 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Antiochus,  king  q/' Antioch. 
Pericles,  jpnnce  of  Tyre. 

HeLICANUS,  \^      I      y      rT 
ESCANES,         J  ^^  ^'"^  'f^y^' 

SiMONiDES,  king  q/*Pentapoli8.* 

Cleon,  governor  o/'Tharsus. 

Ltsimaohus,  governor  o^Mytilene. 

Cbrimon,  a  lord  ofEphesus. 

Thaliabd,  a  lord  o/*  Antiocb. 

Philemon,  servant  to  Cerimon. 

Lbokine,  servant  to  Dionyza.    Marshal. 

A  Pander,  and  his  Wife.    6oult»  their  servant. 

GowEBi  as  Chorus. 

Hu  Daughter  of  Antiochus.    Dionyza,  w^e  to  Cleon. 
Thaisa,  daughter  to  Simonides. 
Mabina,  daughter  to  Pericles  and  Thaisa. 
Ltchorida,  nurse  to  Marina.    Diana. 

Lords,  Ladies^  Knights^  Gentlemen,  Sailors,  Pirates, 
Fishermen,  and  Messengers,  tsc. 

ScBNE,cKsperse(2if^  in  various  Countries. 

s Pentapotu.']  Hub  is  an  imaginary  dty.and  ita  name ou^^ have bi 

tofTOwed  irom  some  romance.    We  meet  indecMl  in  history  wmrmimftHtmrn 
9egi»,  a  coontiy  in  Africa,  consisting  otjivi  eitiei;  and  from  tlMnoe»  pesliapii 
st  nunished 


norelist  nunislied  the  soonding  title  of  PitOapolm,  whiph  oocns  likawise 
m  the  37th  chapter  of  Kyng  Appolyn  rf  Tyr$,  1510,  as  weU  as  in  Oower*  idm 
Oma  Bamanonun^  and  Twine's  translation  from  it. 

It  should  not  however  be  concealed,  that  Pcntspolts  is  also  foond  in  an  an- 
eient  map  of  the  world,  MS.  in  the  Cotton  library,  British  Mnseiim»  Tlberiaif 
B.  V. 

That  the  reader  may  know  through  how  many  regions  the  scene  of  tiiis  drama 
is  disperied.it  is  necessary  to  obs^e  that  iltittodk  was  the  metropolb  of  Syaa, 
3V«»acity  of  Ph(Enicia,m  Asia;  21k««u,  the  metropolis  of  Cil£cia«  a comtfij 
of  Asia  Mmor;  MityUnt,  the  capital  of  Lesbos,  an  island  in  the  JEgeaa  Sea; 
aad  EphmUf  the  capital  of  Ionia,  a  country  of  Uie  Lesser  Aflia^^STBiTBHS. 


PERICLES, 


PRINCE    OF    TYRE. 


ACTL 

Enter  Oower. 

Before  the  palace  o^  Antioch* 

To  sing  a  song  of  old  was  stingy 

From  ashes  ancient  Gower  is  come ; 

Assuming  man's  infirmities. 

To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyes. 

It  hath  been  sung  at  festivals. 

On  ember-eves,  and  holy-ales  ;* 

And  lords  and  ladies  of  their  lives 

Have  read  it  for  restoratives : 

'Purpose  to  make  men  glorious ; 

Et  quo  emtiqmtis,  eo  melitu. 

If  you,  bom  in  these  latter  times. 

When  wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes. 

And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing. 

May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  bring, 

I  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 

Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light. — 

This  city  then,  Antioch  the  great 

Built  up  for  his  chiefest  seat; 

The  fiurest  in  all  Syria; 

(I  tell  you  what  mine  authors  say ;) 

This  king  unto  him  took  a  pheere,^ 

Who  died  and  left  a  female  heir, 

m  ...^  holy'dkt;']  L  e.  lays  Dr.  ¥9imeT,ehnreh*€kt, 

h a  pheere,]  Tku  word,  which  is  frequenlly  uied  by  oar  old  poatt,  tif 

nifies  a  mate  or  companion. — Malomb. 
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So  buxom,  blithe,  and  full  of  face,* 

As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace ; 

With  whom  the  father  liking  took. 

And  her  to  incest  did  provoke ; 

Bad  father !  to  entice  his  own 

To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none. 

By  custom,  what  they  did  begin, 

Wilis,  with  long  use,  account*^  no  sin. 

The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 

Made  many  princes  thither  frame,* 

To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow. 

In  marriage-pleasures  play-fellow; 

Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  law, 

(To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe,) 

That  whoso  ask'd  her  for  his  wife. 

His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life : 

So  for  her  many  a  wight  did  die. 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify^ 

What  now  ensues,  to  the  judgment  of  your  eye 

I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify.'  [Exit. 

SCENE  I. 
Antioch.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Anttochus,  Pericles,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Young  prince  of  Tyre,*  you  have  at  large  received 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  I  have,  Antiochus,  and  with  a  soul 
Emboldened  with  the  glory  of  her  praise. 
Think  death  no  hazard,  in  this  enterprise.  [JIftiitdk. 

* fuU  of  face,]  i.  e.  CompUuly  beautiful, — Malonb. 

* account] — for  accounted. 

• thither  frame,]  i.  e.  Sh^  or  direct  their  conru  thithir. — ^Malowx. 

f  At  yon  grim  looks  do  testify,]  Gower  must  be  supposed  hrtn  to  poiat  to  tiie 
beads  of  tbose  anfortunate  wigbts,  wbicb,  be  tells  us,  in  bis  poem,  wen  filed 
on  tbe  gate  of  tbe  palace  at  Antiocb. — Maloni. 

» my  cause  who  best  can  justify.]  u  e.  Which  (tbe  judgment  of  yoar  eje) 

best  caxk  justify,  i.  e.  prove  its  resemblance  to  tbe  ordinary  coarse  of  aatan. — 
Stiivens. 

* F^nce  of  Tyre.]  It  does  not  appear  in  tbe  present  drama,  tbat  tbe 

fatber  of  Pericles  is  living.  By  ffrince,  tberefore,  tbroogboat  tbis  pbiy  we  m 
to  understand  prince  f^^enl. — Macon  e. 
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Ant.  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a  bride. 

For  the  embracements  even  of  Jove  himself; 

At  whose  conception,  (till  Lucina  reign'd,)' 

Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence. 

The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit. 

To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections. 

• 
Enter  the  Daughter  o/' Antiochus. 

Per,  See,  where  she  comes,  apparell'd  like  the  spring, 
Graces  her  subjects,  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men  !^ 
Her  face,  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  from  thence 
Sorrow  were  ever  ras'd,  and  testy  wrath 
Could  never  be  her  mild  companion,' 
Ye  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love. 
That  have  inflam'd  desire  in  my  breast, 
To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree. 
Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps. 
As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will. 
To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness  ! 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles, 

Per.  That  woald  be  son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Before  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperides, 
With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  be  touch'd ; 
For  death-like  dragons  here  affright  thee  hard  : 
Her  face,  like  heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
A  countless  glory,*"  which  desert  must  gain : 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  thine  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  thy  whole  heap  must  die." 

'  At  tohoti  conception,  (till  Lucina  ret^'d,^]  i.  e.  From  the  time  of  wbote 
conception,  till  the  hour  of  her  birth,  over  which  Lucina  prerided,  the  planet* 
gat  in  council,  in  order  to  endow  her  with  the  rarest  perfections* 

k and  her  Otoughti  the  king 

Of  every  virtue  givet  renown  to  men  /]   This  passage  is  incurably  depraved, 
and  my  attempts  to  restore  it  are  decidedly  abortive. — Stbevems. 

' and  tmy  wrath 

OnUd  never  be  her  mild  eompanionJ]  i.  e.  The  companion  of  her  mildness, — 

M.  Masov. 

»  A  countleu glory,}  i.  e.  Her  face,  like  the  firmament,  invites  you  to  a  blase 
of  beauties  too  numerous  to  be  counted. — Stbevens. 

• •  all  thy  ichole  heap  mutt  die,]  i.  e.  Thy  whole  mass  must  be  destroyed 

— Malonb. 
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Yon  sometime  famous  princes,  like  thyself^ 

Drawn  by  report,  advent'rous  by  desire. 

Tell  thee  with  speechless  tongues,  and  semblance  pile. 

That,  without  covering,  save  yon  field  of  stars. 

They  here  stand  martyrs,  slain  in  Cupid's  wars ; 

And  with  dead  cheeks  advise  thee  to  desist. 

For  going**  on  death's  net,  whom  none  resist. 

Per.  Antiochus,  I  thank  thee,  who  hath  taught 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself. 
And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare 
This  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must  :p 
For  death  remember'd,  should  be  like  a  mirror. 
Who  tells  us,  life's  but  breath ;  to  trust  it,  error. 
I'll  make  my  will  then  ;  and  as  sick  men  do. 
Who  know  the  world,  see  heaven,  but  feeling  woe,^ 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  they  did ; 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you. 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do  ; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came ; 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 

ITo  the  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow,  Antiochus, 
Scorning  advice. 

Ant.  Read  the  conclusion  then ; 

Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed. 
As  these  before  thee,  thou  thyself  shalt  bleed. 

Daugh.   In  all,  save  that,  may'st  thou  prove  pros- 
perous ! 
In  all,  save  that,  I  wish  thee  happiness !' 

•  FcT  gcing — ]  i.  e.  For  fear  of  going. — Stbetbns. 

P Wt»  to  thmn,  to  what  I  muit :]  That  is,— >to  prepare  tiiit  hodf  iortet 

•tate  to  which  I  miuit  €cm». — Malonb. 

4  Who  know  tho  worldf  t§e  heaven,  Imtfetlmg  woe,  &c.]  The  meaaiag  mmf  ba 
—I  wiU  act  at  sick  men  do:  who  having  had  experience cf  the  pieamvm  efAeweHd^ 
and  only  a  vinonary  and  dittant  proepect  of  hMven,  have  neglecte^  the  lattpr  ior 
the  former ;  but  at  length  feeling  thenuelva  decaying,  gnup  no  lemgtr  at  i 
pUaturet,  hut  prepare  calmly  for  futurity. — Malonb 


■^  In  ail,  tave  that,  I  wi$h  thee  happiness  /]  Her  father  has  jut  said 
that  his  life  depended  on  his  expounding  the  riddle ;  and  the  daxi|^lir,  ivfcs 
fSsels  a  regard  for  the  prince,  expresses  it  by  deprecating  his  &te  and  wUiiff 
him  success  in  ererv  thing  except  that.  She  wishes  that  he  may  aot  «iposM 
the  riddle,  hut  that  his  faUing  to  do  so  may  bo  attended  with  proeperoM 
ieqiiences.-~M.  Masov. 


ACT  I.~SCEN£  I.  408 

Per.  like  a  bold  champion,  I  assume  the  lists. 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought 
But  faithfulness,  and  courage. 

[He  reads  the  Riddle.] 

I  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 
On  mother* sjle$h,  which  did  me  breed: 
I  sought  a  husband,  in  which  labour, 
I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father. 
He's  father,  son,  and  husband  mild, 
I  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 
How  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two. 
As  you  will  live,  resolve  it  you. 

Sharp  physick  is  the  last :'  but  O  you  powers ! 
That  give  heaven  countless  eyes  to  view  men's  acts. 
Why  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually. 
If  this  be  true,  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it? 
Fair  glass  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  still, 

[Takes  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  Princess. 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  stor'd  with  ill : 
But  I  must  tell  you, — now,  my  thoughts  revolt; 
For  he's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait,* 
That  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate. 
You're  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings ; 
Who,  finger'd  to  make  man"  his  lawful  musick. 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods  to  hearken; 
But,  being  play'd  upon  before  your  time. 
Hell  only  dance th  at  so  harsh  a  chime  : 
Good  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  thy  life. 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law. 
As  dangerous  as  the  rest.    Your  time's  expir'd ; 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence. 

Per.  Gceatking, 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act ; 

•  Sharp  phytUk  is  the  lost:]  i.  e.  The  intimation  in  the  lait  line  of  the  riddle i 
that  hit  life  depends  on  resolving  it :  which  he  properly  enough  eallfl  tharf 
phytiek,  or  a  bitter  potion. — Pbrct. 

•  For  ht*s  no  man  on  vhom  perfeetiont  toaU,"]  i.  e.  Hei't  no  hontti 
Malonb. 

■ to  fnak$  man — j  i.  e.  To  product  for  man,  6tc.— lt.k\OTRU% 
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Twould  'braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to  tell  it. 

Who  has  a  book  of  all  that  monarchs  do. 

He's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut,  than  shown ; 

For  vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wand'ring  wind. 

Blows  dust*  in  others'  eyes,  to  spread  itself; 

And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear. 

The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  clear 

To  stop  the  air  would  hurt  them.     The  blind  mole  casts 

Copp'd  hills'  towards  heaven,  to  tell,  the  earth  is  wrong'd 

By  man's  oppression ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth  die  for't. 

Kings  are  earth's  gods  :  in  vice  their  law's  their  will ; 

And  if  Jove  stray,  who  dares  say,  Jove  doth  ill  ? 

It  is  enough  you  know ;  and  it  is  fit. 

What  being  more  known  grows  worse,  to  smother  it. 

All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  beings  bred. 

Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my  head. 

Ant.  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  head ! — ^he  has  found  the 
meaning ; — 
But  I  will  gloze  with  him.  [Aside."]  Young  prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  strict  edict. 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting,' 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  your  days ; 
Yet  hope,  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fair  self,  doth  tune  us  otherwise : 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you  ; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone. 
This  mercy  shows,  we'll  joy  in  such  a  son : 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  shall  be. 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 

[Exeunt  Amtiochus,  his  DQughter,and 
Attendants. 

Per.  How  courtesy  would  seem  to  cover  sin ! 
When  what  is  done  is  like  an  hypocrite, 

'  For  vke  repeated,  it  Uke  the  wand'ring  wind, 
BUfwt  duet,  &c.]  The  man  who  knows  of  the  ill-practicet  of  pfincee,  i»  nn* 
wife  if  he  reveaU  what  he  knows ;  for  the  publisher  of  ncious  actions  nnom 
Ues  the  wind,  which,  while  it  passes  along,  blows  dust  into  men's  ejres :  the 
breath  is  ^one,  and  the  eyes,  though  sore,  see  clear  enough  to  stop  for  the  &- 
tore  the  air  that  would  annoy  them. — Malone  and  M.  Mason. 

y  Copp'd  hHU — j  i.  e.  hillt  rising  to  a  top  or  head.    From  cop  or  co^,  the  top 
of  any  thing.    It  is  pure  Saxon. — Narbs. 

*  Younxpoiiiion  mitinterpretin^,'\  Your  exposition  of  the  fiddle  being  a 
tMken  one ;  not  interpreting  it  ngntbf.^— MkiAvm. 
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The  which  is  good  in  nothing  but  in  sight. 

If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  false> 

Then  were  it  certain,  you  were  not  so  bad. 

As  with  foul  incest  to  abuse  your  soul ; 

Where*  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son. 

By  your  untimely  claspings  with  your  child, 

(Which  pleasure  fits  an  husband,  not  a  father ;) 

And  she  an  eater  of  her  mother's  flesh. 

By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed  ; 

And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  they  feed 

On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 

Antioch,  farewell !  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 

Blush  not^  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night. 

Will  shun  no  course  to  keep  them  from  the  light. 

One  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke ; 

Murder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke. 

Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin. 

Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  put  off  the  shame : 

Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear, 

By  flight  I'll  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear.  ^ExU^ 

Re-enter  A'STiocHVs. 

Ant.  He  hath  found  the  meaning,  for  the  which  we  mean 
To  have  his  head. 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy. 
Nor  tell  the  world,  Antiochus  doth  sin 
In  such  a  loathed  manner  : 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die  ; 
For  by  his  fall  my  honour  must  keep  high. 
Who  attends  on  us  there  ? 

En^er  Thaliard.^ 

Thai.  Doth  your  highness  call  ? 

Ant.  Thaliard,  you're  of  our  chamber,  and  our  mind 
Partakes  her  private  actions  to  your  secresy : 

ft  Where] — in  this  place,  has  the  power  of  whereat. 

*» thote  men 

Blush  not-^]  The  expression  is  elliptical  here,  as  in  many  places  in  this  play, 
for  "  that  those  men,  who  blush  not" — Malone. 

c Thaliard.]  This  name  is  somewhat  corrupted  from  Thaliarr^,  i.  e. 

Thaliarr&M(. 
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And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advance  you. 
'  Thaliard,  behold^  here's  poison,  and  here's  gold; 
We  hate  the  prince  of  Tyre,  and  thou  must  kill  him ; 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why. 
Because  we  bid  it.     Say,  is  it  done  ? 

Thai  My  lord, 

Tis  done. 

lEnter  a  Messenger. 

Ant.  Enough; 
Lest  your  breath  cool  yourself,  telling  your  haste.' 

Mess.  My  lord,  prince  Pericles  is  fled. 

[Exit  Messenger. 

Ant.  As  thou 

Wilt  live,  fly  after :  and,  as  an  arrow,  shot 
From  a  well-experienc'd  archer,  hits  the  mark 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  ne'er  return. 
Unless  thou  say,  prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

Thai  My  lord,  if  I 
Can  get  him  once  within  my  pistol's  length, 
111  make  him  sure :  so  farewell  to  your  highness.     [£rt^. 

Ant.  Thaliard,  adieu!  till  Pericles  be  dead. 
My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head.  {Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Tyre.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Pericles,  Helicanus,  and  other  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  us :  Why  this  charge  of  thoughts? 
The  sad  companion,  dull-ey'd  melancholy. 
By  me  so  us'd  a  guest  is,  not  an  hour. 
In  the  day's  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night, 
(The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep,)  can  breed  me  quiet! 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,  and  mine  eyes  shun  them, 
And  danger^  which  I  feared,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  is  far  too  short  to  hit  me  here : 

<  Lttt  your  br§ath  cool  yourteif,  uUing  your  ktate.']  i.  c.  Say  no  aon  cf 
k,  legt  jMr  krosth  in  d«icribuig  yow  alacrity,  should  cool  yoor  avion.*— 
M>  Mabom, 
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Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirit. 

Nor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  me. 

Then  it  is  thus :  the  passions  of  the  mind, 

That  have  their  first  conception  by  mis-dread. 

Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care ; 

And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be  done. 

Grows  elder  now,  and  cares  it  be  not  done/ 

And  so  with  me  : — the  great  Antiochas 

('Gainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend. 

Since  he's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act,) 

Will  think  me  speaking,  though  I  swear  to  silence ; 

Nor  boots  it  me  to  say,  I  honour  him. 

If  he  suspect  I  may  dishonour  him  : 

And  what  may  make  him  blush  in  being  known. 

He'll  stop  the  course  by  which  it  might  be  known  ; 

With  hostile  forces  he'll  o'erspread  the  land. 

And  with  the  ostent  of  war  will  look  so  huge. 

Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state ; 

Our  men  be  vanquish'd,  ere  they  do  resist. 

And  subjects  punish'd,  that  ne'er  thought  offence : 

Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself, 

(Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees, 

IVhich  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  defend  them,) 

Makes  both  my  body  pine,  and  soul  to  languish. 

And  punish  that  before,  that  he  would  punish. 

1  iord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred  breast ! 

2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind  till  you  return  to  us. 
Peaceful  and  comfortable ! 

Hel.    Peace/  peace,   my  lords,  and   give   experience 
They  do  abuse  the  king,  that  flatter  him :  [tongue. 

For  flattery  is  the  bellows  blows  up  sin ; 
The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark. 
To  which  that  breath'  gives  heat  and  stronger  glowing ; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient,  and  in  order. 
Fits  kings,  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  signior  Sooth  here  does  proclaim  a  peace. 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life : 

*  —  and  caret  it  he  not  dme.]  And  makes  provinon  that  it  may  not  Ve  done. 
•^Maloms. 

(  _,  that  breath'"']  i.  e.  Thi  breath  rfftattert^. 
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Prince,  pardon  me,  or  strike  roe,  if  you  please ; 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  your  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else ;  but  let  your  cares  overlook 
What  shipping,  and  what  lading's  in  our  haven, 
And  then  return  to  us.  [Exeunt  Lords.]  Helicanus,  thou 
Hast  moved  us :  what  seest  thou  in  our  looks  ? 

HeL  An  angry  brow,  dread  lord. 

Per.  If  there  be  such  a  dart  in  princes'  frowns. 
How  durst  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  face? 

HeL  How  dare  the  plants  look  up  to  heaven,  from  whence 
They  have  their  nourishment  ? 

Per.  Thou  know'st  I  have  power 

To  take  thy  life. 

Hel.  [kneeling.']  I  have  ground  the  axe  myself: 
Do  you  but  strike  the  blow. 

Per.  Rise,  pr'ythee  rise ; 

Sit  down,  sit  down ;  thou  art  no  flatterer : 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  high  heaven  forbid. 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their  faults  hid  !* 
Fit  counsellor,  and  servant  for  a  prince. 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  mak'st  a  prince  thy  servant. 
What  would'st  thou  have  me  do? 

HeL  With  patience  bear 

Such  griefs  as  you  do  lay  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Helicanus; 
Who  minister'st  a  potion  unto  me, 
That  thou  would'st  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me  then :  I  went  to  Antioch, 
Where,  as  thou  know'st,  against  the  face  of  death, 
I  sought  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty. 
From  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate. 
Bring  arms  to  princes,  and  to  subjects  joys.^ 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder ; 
The  rest  (liark  in  thine  ear,)  as  black  as  incest ; 
Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  sinful  father 

f  That  Idngs  ihmild  let  their  ears  hear  their  fauUi  hidr]  Heaven  forbid » tbiC 
kings  should  stop  their  ears,  and  so  prevent  them  from  hearing  their  weaH 
ftuilts! — ^To  let  formerly  signified  to  hindttr, — Ma  lone. 

^  From  whence  an  iuue  J  might  propagate. 
Bring  arms  to  princes,  and  to  sul^ectsjoys.]  The  meaning  of  this  passage  is, 
"  From  whence  I  might  propagate  such  issue,  as  bring  additional  ttrength  to 
princes  and  joy  to  their  subjects/' — M.  Mason, 
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Seem'd  not  to  strike,  but  smooth  :*  but  thou  know'st  this, 

Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  seem  to  kis^. 

Which  fear  so  grew  in  me,  I  hither  fled. 

Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night. 

Who  seem'd  my  good  protector;  and  being  here. 

Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  succeed. 

I  knew  him  tyrannous ;  and  tyrants'  fears 

Decrease  not,  but  grow  faster  than  their  years  : 

And  should  he  doubt  it,  (as  no  doubt  he  doth,) 

That  I  should  open  to  the  listening  air. 

How  many  worthy  princes'  bloods  were  shed. 

To  keep  his  bed  of  blackness  unlaid  ope, — 

To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  with  arms. 

And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done  him ; 

When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call't  offence. 

Must  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  innocence : 

Which  love  to  all  (of  which  thyself  art  one. 

Who  now  reprov'st  me  for  it)-- — 

HeL  Alas,  sir ! 

Per.  Drew  sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  blood  from  my^heeks. 
Musings  into  my  mind,  a  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest  ere  it  came ; 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them^ 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them.J 

HeL  Well,  my  lord,  since  you  have  given  me  leave  to 
Freely  I'll  speak.     Antiochus  you  fear,  [speak. 

And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant. 
Who  either  by  publick  war,  or  private  treason. 
Will  takf  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while. 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot. 
Or  Destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
Your  rule  direct  to  any ;  if  to  me. 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  I'll  be. 

Per,  I  do  not  doubt  thy  faith ; 
But  should  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  absence — 

HeL  We'll  mingle  bloods  together  in  the  earth. 
From  whence  we  had  our  being  and  our  birth. 
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smooth :'\  i.e.  ToJiatteTf  to  stroke gentiy. 

to  grieve  them.'}  'I'hat  is,  to  lament  their  fate* — 
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Per.  Tyre«  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and  to  Thanni 

Intend  my  travel,  where  I'll  hear  from  thee ; 

And  by  whose  letters  111  dispose  myself. 

The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjects'  good. 

On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can  bear  it. 

I'll  take  thy  word  for  faith,  not  ask  thine  oath ; 

Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack  both : 

But  in  our  orbs^  we'll  live  so  round  and  safe. 

That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  convince,' 

Thou  show'dst  a  subject's  shine,"  I  a  true  prince. 

[Exemd. 

SCENE  III. 
Tyre.    An  Antechamber  in  the  Palace. 

EnferTHALiARD. 

Thai.  So,  this  is  Tyre,  and  this  is  the  court.  Here 
must  I  kill  king  Pericles ;  and  if  I  do  not,  I  am  sure  to 
be  hanged  at  home :  'tis  dangerous. — ^Well,  I  perceive  he 
was  a  wise  fellow,**  and  had  good  discretion,  that  being 
bid  to  ask  what  he  would  of  the  king,  desired  he  might 
know,  none  of  his  secrets.  Now  do  I  see  he  had  some 
reason  for  it :  for  if  a  king  bid  a  man  be  a  villain,  he  is 
bound  by  the  indenture  of  his  oath  to  be  one.— Hush,  here 
come  the  lords  of  Tyre. 

Pnter  Helicanus,  Escanes,  and  other  Lords. 

Hel.  You  shall  not  need,  my  fellow  peers  of  Tyre, 
Further  to  question  of  your  king's  departure. 
His  seal'd  commission,  left  in  trust  with  me. 
Doth  speak  sufficiently  he's  gone  to  travel. 

Thai.  How  !  the  king  gone !  [Aside. 

Hel.  If  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied. 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicens'd  of  your  loves, 

^  But  in  our  orbt — ]  i.  e.  In  our  differont  tphim, 

*  —  convinee,"]  i.  e.  Overcomt. 

■ shine,']   By  the  old  writers  this  word  was  frequently  used  as  a  sab- 

stantive  for  light,  brightnas,  tuttrt, 

> ht  wa$  a  tout  fellow,  &c.]  Who  this  wise  fellow  was,  mar  be  kiowa 

from  the  following  passage  in  Bamabie  Riche's  Si)u/dier*t  WiAttonritMCt  ITsf- 
fare,  1604,  p.  27 :  "I  wiU  therefore  commende  the  poet  FhiUfUi^  who b«M| 
demanded  by  King  Lisimachus  what  favour  he  might  doe  onto  him,  for  that 
be  loved  him,  thzSa  this  answer  to  the  king ;  *  That  your  iuwfeirii  wmld  ntWK 
imptat  onto  ma  any  ef  9<mr  ifcrett."*^^aaN&vi. 
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He  would  depart.  111  give  some  light  unto  you. 
Being  at  Antioch 

Thai.  What  from  Antioch  ?         [J$ide. 

HeL  Royal  Antiochus  (on  what  cause  I  know  not,) 
Took  some  displeasure  at  him ;  at  least  he  judg'd  so: 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  had  err'd  or  sinn'd 
To  show  his  sorrow^  would  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himself  unto  the  shipman's  toil, 
WiUi  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 

ThaL  Well,  I  perceive  lAside. 

I  shall  not  be  hang'd  now,  although  I  would ; 
But  since  he's  gone,  the  king  it  sure  must  please. 
He  'scap'd  the  land,  to  perish  on  the  seas. — 
But  ril  present  me.     Peace  to  the  lords  of  Tyre ! 

HeL  Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  welcome. 

Thai.  From  him  I  come 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles ; 
But,  since  my  landing,  as  I  have  understood 
Your  lord  has  took  himself  to  unknown  travels. 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 

HeL  We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it,  since 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us : 
Yet,  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desire, 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre.        lExetmi. 

SCENE  IV. 

Tharsus.     A  Room  in  the  Governor's  Hoiue. 

Enter  Cleon,  Dionyza,  and  Attendants. 

Ck.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here, 
And  by  relating  tales  of  other's  griefs. 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  ? 

JDto.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire,  in  hope  to  quench  it; 
For  who  digs  hills  because  they  do  aspire. 
Throws  down  one  mountain,  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefs ; 
Here  they're  but  felt,  and  seen  with  mistful  eyes. 
But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher  rise. 

Cle»  O  Dionyza, 
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Who  wanteth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it. 

Or  can  conceal  his  hunger,  till  he  famish? 

Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep  our  woes 

Into  the  air ;  our  eyes  do  weep,  till  lungs 

Fetch  breath  that  may  proclaim  them  louder ;  that. 

If  heaven  slumber,  while  their  creatures  want. 

They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 

ni  then  discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  years. 

And  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  with  tears. 

Dio,  I'll  do  my  best,  sir. 

Cle.  This  Tharsus,  o'er  which  I  have  government, 
(A  city,  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand,) 
For  riches,  strew'd  herself  even  in  the  streets ; 
Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high,  they  kiss'd  the  clouds. 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted®  and  adom'd. 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trim  them  by : 
Their  tables  were  stor'd  full,  to  glad  the  sight. 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on,  as  delight ; 
All  poverty  was  scom'd,  and  pride  so  great. 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 

Dtb.  O,  His  too  true. 

C/e.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do !  By  this  our  change. 
These  mouths,  whom  but  of  late,  earth,  sea,  and  air. 
Were  all  too  little  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  gave  their  creatures  in  abundance. 
As  houses  are  defil'd  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starv'd  for  want  of  exercise  : 
Those  palates,  who  not  yet  two  summers  younger. 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste. 
Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it ; 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nousle  up^  their  babes. 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now. 
To  eat  those  little  darlings  whom  they  lov'd. 
So  sharp  are  hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and  wife 
Draw  lots,  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life : 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping ; 
Here  many  sink,  yet  those  which  see  them  fall, 

•  ——jetted — J  i.  e.  Strutted :  to  Jet  is  to  walk  proudl^f, 
P fioiaie  tip — \  i.  e.  Nuru:  c\vA»\Ti\a%\ft. — ^Nk^«&. 


ACT  I.— SCENE  IV.  413 

Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial. 
Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dio.  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness  it. 

CU.  O,  let  those  cities,  that  of  Plenty's  cup 
And  her  prosperities  of  largely  taste. 
With  their  superfluous  riots,  hear  these  tears ! 
The  misery  of  Tharsus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Where's  the  lord  governor  ? 

Ck,  Here. 
Speak  out  thy  sorrows  which  thou  bring'st,  in  haste. 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lard.  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neighbouring  shore, 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  hitherward. 

CU.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir. 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor ; 
And  so  in  ours  :  some  neighbouring  nation. 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery. 
Hath  stuff'd  these  hollow  vessels  with  their  power,^ 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already ; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me. 
Whereas'  no  glory's  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That's  the  least  fear;  for,  by  the  semblance 
Of  their  white  flags  display'd,  they  bring  us  peace. 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  as  foes. 

Cle.  Thou  speak'st  like  him's  untutor'd  to  repeat,* 
Who  makes  the  fairest  show,  means  most  deceit. 
But  bring  they  what  they  will,  what  need  we  fear? 
The  ground's  the  low'st,  and  we  are  half  way  there. 
Go  tell  their  general,  we  attend  him  here. 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  whence  he  comes. 
And  what  he  craves. 

Lord.  I  go,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

q their  power,]  i.  e.  Their  foreu,  '  Whereai—]  For  where, 

•  Thou  ipeaJ^it  likehim't  untutor'd  to  repeat,"]  The  sense  is^Deluded  by  the  pa- 
eifiek  appearance  iff  thu  navy,  you  tal  *t  like  one,  who  has  never  learned  the  common 
adage,  **  that  the  fairest  outsides  ai  emost  to  be  suspected." — Stesvbns. 
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Cle.  Welcome  is  peace^  if  he  on  peace  oonaiBt  ;^ 
If  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist. 

Enter  Psbicles,  with  Attendants. 

Per,  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are. 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men 
Be,  like  a  beacon  fir'd,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
We  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets  : 
Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears. 
But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavy  load ; 
And  these  our  ships  you  happily  may  think 
Are,  like  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stufiTd  within. 
With  bloody  views,  expecting  overthrow. 
Are  stor'd  with  com,  to  make  your  needy  bread,* 
And  give  them  life,  who  are  hunger-starv'd,  half  dead. 

All.  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you ! 
And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.  Rise,  I  pray  you,  rise ; 

We  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love. 
And  harbourage  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and  men. 

Cle.  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify. 
Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulness  in  thought,* 
Be  it  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ourselves. 
The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their  evils ! 
Till  when,  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be  seen,) 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 

Per.  Which  welcome  we'll  accept ;  feast  here  a  while. 
Until  our  stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  smile.  [JSrcwiif. 

^ eonitft;]  i.  e.  Standi ;  a  Latin  aenie. — Malons. 

* to  make  your  ntedy  hreod,']  i.  e.  To  make  bread  for  your 

—Percy. 

X  *—  unihatil^vlnms  in  thaughtt}  u  e.  Mintal  ingmtUudi. 
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ACT  II. 

Enter  Qower. 

Gow.  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child^  I  wis,  to  incest  bring ; 
A  better  prince,  and  benign  lord. 
Prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then,  ^s  men  should  be. 
Till  he  hath  pass'd  necessity. 
rU  show  you  those^  in  troubles  reign. 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
The  good  in  conversation"  ' 
(To  whom  I  give  my  benizon^) 
Is  still  at  Tharsus,  where  each  man 
Thinks  all  is  writ  he  spoken  can  :* 
And,  to  remember  what  he  does. 
Gild  his  statue  glorious  : 
But  tidings  to  the  contrary 
Are  brought  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I  ? 

Dumb  s?iow. 

Enter  at  one  door,  Pebicles,.  talking  with  Cleon  ;  all 
the  Train  with  them.  Enter  at  another  door,  a  Gen- 
tleman, with  a  Letter  to  Pericles;  Pericles  show$ 
the  Letter  to  Cleon  ;  then  gives  the  Messenger  a  reward, 
and  knights  him.  Exeunt  Pericles,  Cleon,  S^c. 
severally. 

Gow.  Good  Helicane  hath  staid  at  home. 
Not  to  eat  honey,  like  a  drone. 
From  others'  labours ;  forth  he  strive'' 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive ; 

y  rU  thow  you  thim — ]  I  vnU.  now  ezhibit  to  you  ponont,  who,  mfttr  mf* 
fering  smaU  and  temporary  evils,  will  at  length  be  blessed  with  happiness — 
Maloni. 

s eonwnoiioi^— ]  i.  e.  Condudf  hehamour.    Gower  means  to  ray — ^I^ 

good  prince  (on  whom  I  bestow  my  best  wishes)  is  still  engaged  at  IJiaZMft, 
where  every  man,  &c. — Steevens. 

»  ThinlaaUitwriiheipolwteam:'\  Pays  as  much  respect  to  whaterer  P«ricles 


4Hiys,  as  if  it  were  holj  writ. — Malonb« 

» forth,  &c.]  1.  e.  Thoroughly,  from  btgmnmg  to 


end. — SrtBTBMS* 


\ 
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And,  to  fulfil  his  prince'  desire. 

Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre : 

How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin. 

And  hid  intent,  to  murder  him ; 

And  that  in  Tharsus  was  not  best 

Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest : 

He  knowing  so,  put  forth  to  seas. 

Where  when  men  been,  there's  seldom  ease ; 

For  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow; 

Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below. 

Make  such  unquiet,  that  the  ship^ 

Should  house  him  safe,  is  wrecked  and  split ; 

And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost. 

By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  tost ; 

All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 

Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 

Till  fortune,  tir'd  with  doing  bad. 

Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad : 

And  here  he  comes :  what  shall  be  next^ 

Pardon  old  Oower ;  this  long's  the  text.'  {Exit. 

SCENE  I. 
Pentapolis.    An  open  Place  by  the  Sea^de. 

Enter  Pericles,  wet. 

Per,  Yet  cease  your  ire,  ye  angry  stars  of  heaven ! 
Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly  man 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you. 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wash'd  me  from  shore  to  shore^  and  left  me  breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  ensuing  death : 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  your  powers, 

« ifttp — ]  Ship  and  iptii  are  luch  defective  rhymes,  that  I  snppoie  lim 

antbor  wiott  fleet,    Periclefl,  in  the  itorm,  lost  hisflMt  as  well  as  the  TesMl  im 
which  he  was  himself  embarked. — Stbbveni. 

^  —i —  vohat  shall  be  nest, 
Pardon,  old  Gotoer;  this  long*t  the  text.]  The  meaning  of  this  majbe-^Jiv- 
cui$  old  Gowerfrom  telling  yom  whatfoUowt,     The  very  text  toithmt  frimd  ^  lits 
£9ntidirmbU  Ungth  already, — Stebtbvs. 
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To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes ; 
And  having  thrown  him  from  your  wat'ry  grave. 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Enter  Three  Fishermen. 

1  Fish.  What,  ho,  Pilche  !• 

2  Fish.  Ho !  come,  and  bring  away  the  nets. 
1  Fish.  What  Patch-breech,  I  say ! 

3  Fish.  What  say  you,  master  ? 

1  Fish.  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now !  come  away,  or  Til 
fetch  thee  with  a  wannion.' 

3  Fish.  Taith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the  poor  men 
that  were  cast  away  before  us,  even  now. 

1  Fish.  Alas,  poor  souls,  it  grieved  my  heart  to  hear 
what  pitiful  cries  they  made  to  us,  to  help  them,  when, 
well-a-day,  we  could  scarce  help  ourselves. 

3  Fish.  Nay,  master,  said  not  I  as  much,  when  I  saw 
the  porpus,  how  he  bounced  and  tumbled  ?'  they  say,  they 
are  half  fish,  half  flesh :  a  plague  on  them,  they  ne'er  come, 
but  I  look  to  be  washed.  Master,  I  marvel  how  the  fishes 
live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fish.  Why,  as  men  do  a-land ;  the  great  ones  eat  up 
the  little  ones :  I  can  compare  our  rich  misers  to  nothing 
so  fitly  as  to  a  whale ;  'a  plays  and  tumbles,  driving  the 
poor  fry  before  him,  and  at  last  devours  them  all  at  a 
mouthful.     Such  whales  have  I  heard  on  a'the  land,  who 

■  never  leave  gaping,  'till  they've  swallowed  the  whole  pa- 
rish, church,  steeple,  bells  and  all. 

Per.  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish.  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  the  sexton,  I  would 
have  been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

2  Fish.  Why,  man  ? 

3  Fish.   Because  he  should  have  swallowed  me  too ; 

• Pilche  f]  In  allusion  to  his  dreas :  pilche  is  a  Uathem  coat. 

t foiih  a  tMnnton.]    A  phrase  very  commonly  met  with  in  old  anthors, 

but  totally  unexplained  ;  it  seems  equivalent  to  with  a  vengeance,  or  noHh  a 
plague, — See  N a n  ks'  Glotiary, 

ff when  I  taw  the  porpus,  how  he  bounced  and  tumhUd  f]  Malone  considers 

this  prognostick  a^  arising  merely  from  the  superstition  of  the  sailors :  but 
captain  Cook,  in  his  second  voyage  to  the  South  Seas,  mei  lions  the  playing 
of  porpttuee  round  the  ship  as  a  certain  sign  of  a  violent  gale  of  wind.-^ 
M.  Masow. 
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and  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly,  I  would  hare  kept 
such  a  jangling  of  the  bells>  that  he  should  never  hate 
left,  till  he  cast  bells,  steeple,  church,  and  parish,  up 
again.  But  if  the  good  king  Simonides  were  of  my 
mind 

Per.  Simonides? 

3  Fish.  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these  drones,  that 
rob  the  bee  of  her  honey. 

Per,  How  from  the  finny  subject  of  the  sea 
These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men ; 
And  from  their  wat'ry  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detect ! — 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen, 

2  Fish.  Honest !  good  fellow,  what's  that  ?  if  it  be  a 
day  fits  you,^  scratch  it  out  of  the  calendar,  and  no  body 
will  look  after  it. 

Per.  Nay,  see,  the  sea  hath  cast  upon  your  coast 

2  Fish.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea,  to  cast  thee 
in  our  way ! 

Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the  wind. 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  hath  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him ; 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us'd  to  beg. 

1  Fish.  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg  ?  here's  them  in  our 
country  of  Greece,  gets  more  with  begging,  than  we  can 
do  with  working. 

2  Fish.  Can'st  thou  catch  any  fishes  then  ? 
Per.  I  never  practised  it. 

2  Fish.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  starve  sure ;  for  here's  no- 
thing to  be  got  now-a-days,  unless  thou  can'st  fish  for^t. 

Per.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to  know ; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on ; 
A  man  shrunk  up  with  cold  :  my  veins  ate  chil. 
And  have  no  more  of  life,  than  may  suffice 
To  give  my  tongue  that  heat,  to  ask  your  help  ; 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  I  am  dead. 
For*  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

^  —  ifith§€i  dajffiU  ^ou,"]  The  aUurion  ib  to  the  lucky  and  imlad^y  difi 
which  are  put  down  a  aooM  of  the  old  calendan. — Doves, 
i  /iir— ]  i,  e.  fiicauie. 
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1  Fish.  Die  quoth-a?  Now  ^ods  forbid  !  I  hare  a  gown 
here  ;  come,  put  it  on ;  keep  mee  warm.  Now,  afore  me, 
a  hattdsome  fellow  !  Come,  thou  shalt  go  home,  and  we'll 
bare  flesh  for  holidays,  fish  for  fasting-days,  and  moreover 
l^iddings  and  flap-jacks  ^  and  thou  shalt  be  welcome. 

Per.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

2  Ushk  Hark  you^  ihy  friend,  you  said  you  could  not 
beg. 

Per.  I  did  but  crave. 

2  Fish.  But  crave  ?  Then  PU  turn  craver  too,  and  so  I 
shall  'scape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  ai^  all  your  beggars  whipped  then  ? 

2  Fish.  O,  not  all,  my  friend.  Hot  all;  for  if  all  your 
beggarii  were  whipped,  I  Would  Wish  ho  better  office,  than 
to  be  beadle.     But,  master,  I'll  go  draw  up  the  het. 

lExettnt  Two  of  tht  l^shermen. 

Per.  How  well  this  hottest  tiiirth  becomes  their  labour! 

1  Fish.  Hark  you,  sir !  do  you  know  where  you  are  T 

Per.  Not  well. 

1  Fish.  Why,  I'll  tell  youi  this  is  Called  Pentapolis, 
and  our  king,  the  good  Siinonided. 

Per.  The  good  king  Simonides,  do  you  call  him  ? 

1  Fish.  Ay,  shr ;  and  be  deserves  to  be  so  called,  for 
his  peaceable  reign,  atid  good  govetntnetit. 

Per.  He  is  a  ha^py  king,  since  from  his  subjects 
He  gains  the  name  of  good,  by  his  govemmcfnt. 
How  far  is  hii^  court  distant  from  this  shore  1 

1  Fish.  Marry,  sir,  half  a  day's  journey ;  and  I'll  tell 
you,  he  hath  a  fair  daughter,  sind  to*motroW  is  her  birth- 
day ;  and  there  are  princes  and  knights  come  from  all 
parts  of  the  world,  to  just  and  tourney  for  her  love. 

Per.  Did  but  lA^  fortunes  equal  my  desires, 
I'd  wish  to  make  otie  there. 

1  Fish.  O,  sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may;  and  what 
a  man  cannot  gety  he  may  lawfully  deal  for — his  Wife's 
soul.^ 

— -^lap^'aofcf,']  tasome  counties  2kflajhjack  signifies  an  apple-puff;  but 
andentiy  it  seems  to  hare  meant  a  pancake. — Stbevens. 

*^  0,tir,  thingt  mutt  be  at  they!  may ;  and  what  a  man  cannot  get,  he  may  km- 
fully  deal  far— his  wife'i  touL]  i.  e.  '*  Things  must  be  as  the^  are  appointed  to 
be ;  and  what  a  man  is  not  sure  to  compass,  he  has  yet  a  right  to  attempt :— 

2e2 
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Re-enter  the  Two  Fishermen,  drawing  «p  a  Net. 

2  Fish.  Help,  master,  help ;  here's  a  fish  bangs  in  the 
net,  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the  law;  'twill  hardly  come 
out.  Ha !  hots  on't/  'tis  come  at  last,  and  'tis  turned  to 
a  rusty  armour. 

Per.  An  armour,  friends !  I  pray  you  let  me  see  it. 
Thanks,  fortune,  yet,  that  after  all  my  crosses. 
Thou  giv'st  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself: 
And,  though  it  was  mine  own,™  part  of  mine  heritage. 
Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me. 
With  this  strict  charge,  (eyen  as  he  left  his  life,) 
Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  shield 
^Twixt  me  and  death;  (and  pointed  to  this  brace :") 
For  that  it  sav'd  me,  keep  it:  in  like  necessity, 
Which  gods  protect  thee  from !  it  may  defend  thee. 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  lov'd  it ; 
Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man. 
Took  it  in  rage,  though  calm'd,  they  give't  again : 
I  thank  thee  for't;  my  shipwreck's  now  no  ill. 
Since  I  hare  here  my  father's  gift  by  will. 

1  Fish.  What  mean  you,  sir? 

Per.  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat  of  worth. 
For  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king ; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark.    He^lov'd  me  dearly. 
And  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it; 
And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's  court. 
Where  with't  I  may  appear  a  gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortunes  better, 
I'll  pay  your  bounties ;  till  then,  rest  your  debtor. 

1  Fish.  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady  ? 

Per.  I'll  show  the  virtue  I  have  borne  in  arms. 

1  Fidu  Why,  do  ye  take  it,  and  the  gods  give  thee 
good  on't ! 

2  Fish.  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend ;  'twas  we  that 

it  IB  for  example  icarely  poMible  that  a  man'f  wife  shoald  not  be  damned ;  bat 
^{iU  a  man  shoiild  striTe  to  saTo  her."  Thia  if  the  moit  probable  leoae  of  tide 
▼eiy  difficult  pauage  that  I  can  collect  from  the  commentaton  apon  it. 

> hott  on'l,]  The  hou  are  the  wonns  that  breed  in  horiea. — Malovb. 

■  And,  though  a  wot  ailfi*  awn,]  i.  e.  And  I  thank  you  ihaa^jh  it  waa  my  owb. 
— ^Malonb. 

■ braet:]  L  e.  Armour  for  the  arm. 
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made  up  this  garment  through  the  rough  Beams  of  the 
waters :  there  are  certain  condolemeats,  certain  vaik.  I 
hope,  sir,  if  yoa  thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  yoa 
had  it. 

Per.  BelieTe't,  I  will. 
Now,  by  your  furtherance,  I  am  cloth'd  in  steel ; 
And  spite  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  sea. 
This  jewel  holda  hia  biding  on  my  ^m; 
Unto  thy  Talwwilf^ijDpunt  nyaelf'  ' 
Upon  a  ctnami,  whose  ddigh^l  steps 
Shall  make  jV^B**>.iiBy  to  see  him  tread.-r 
Only,  my  ficA^I  yet  am  uaproridad        {   '-^ 
Of  ft  pur  itf  Cum.*  '  ."^ 

2  Ihh.  We^  fare  p^de  .i^on  flhid^jliaTe  my  best 
gown  to  m^  tbee  a  pair.i  and. Ill  1n^  thee  to  the 
court  myHlf.>r. 

Per.  Tien  ^tBonr  be  but  a  goal  to  my  will ; 
This  dayjllillp^  or  else  add  ill  to  ill.  lEieunt. 

«■    "•^'^■■■ 

f  :  -     SCENE  II. 


The  iam»},A  pubSck  Wa^,  or  Platform,  leading  to  the 
^^''  ». -Pf?**  ^y  ^^'  "^'^  ^f '''  /f""  'A«  rectption  of 
the  Ki^P/witm,  Lords.  Ssc. 

Enter  IjIpiolhDBB,  Thaisa,  Lords,  and  Attenduita. 
Sim.  ^^^'knigbts  ready  to  begin  the  triumph  1* 

And  stay  your  ci^^|^^t|||Pj|MP|eiiaiqlVea. 

Sim.  Return  them,  we  are  rea^;'"  and  oar  daughter. 
In  honour  of  whose  birth  these  triumphs  are. 
Sits  here,  lilce  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing,  wonder  at         lExit  a  Lord. 

Thai.  It  pleaseth  you,  my  father,  to  express 
My  commendations  great,  whose  merit's  less. 

•  — .  hun,]  i.  e.  A  kiad  of  embniideied  manUs  which  hong  down  ham 
the  middle  to  about  the  knee*  or  town,  and  worn  bj  knights  on  horseback. — 
NiKEi*  Gliauny. 

P (b  rritimph  T]  i.  e.  In  the  language  of  Shakapeaie'i  time,  any  pub- 

lick  i)u>u,  inch  u  a  tBiw,  or  tvvrl,  tec. — Stkbtini. 

4  fttitinithtm.vtartriaily;']  i.e.  BetuTO  themnotice,thatwe  u«tMdj,&c. 
— Pi»cr, 


429  PERICL^. 

Sin^  Ti§  fit.  it  ahoHld  bye  so ;  for  pmoes  W9 
A  model,  wbich  heaven  nvfjLee  like  tp^  itself ; 
As  jewels  lose  tl^eir  glory,  if  veglepted. 
So  princes  their  renown,  if  not  respected. 
Tis  now  your  honour/  daughter  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  l^Qight,  in  his  devioe* 

Thai.  Which,  to  preserve  mine  hogaour,  I'll  perform. 

Enter  a  Knight;  he  passes  over  the  Stage,  and  his  Squire 
presents  his  Shield  to  the  Princess* 

Sim.  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefer  himself? 

Thai.  A  knight  of  Sparta,  my  renowned  fietther ; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  a  black  j£thiop,  reaching  at  the  sun ; 
The  word.  Lux  tua  vita  mihi.* 

Sim.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds  his  life  of  you. 

[The  second  Knight  passes. 
Who  is  the  second,  that  presents  himself? 

Thai.  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  royal  father ; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  an  arm'd  knight,  that's  conquer'd  by  a  lady : 
The  motto  thus,  in  Spanish,  Piu  per  dulfura  que  perfuerfa.* 

[The  third  Knight  potses. 

Sim.  And  what's  the  third  ? 

Thai.  The  thAr4  qC  Aatiocb ; 

And  his  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry : 
The  word.  Me  pompa  provexit  apex. 

[The fourth  Knight  |NUses. 

Sim.  What  is  the  fourth  ? 

Thai.  A  burning  torch,  that's  turned  upside  down; 
The  word.  Quod  me  alit,  me  extinguit. 

Sim.  Which  shows,  that  beauty  hath  his  power  and  will. 
Which  can  as  well  inflamje,  as  it  can  kill. 

[Theffth  Knight  passts. 

' ywr  hmouTt'\  Alluding  tp  her  aituatioa  aa  guicif  €fih*fu4^  M  >Im  >* 

afterwards  denominated. — Stbstbns. 

*  Th$  word,  Lux  tua  vUa  mtfct.]  What  we  now  call  the  tnotto,  wa<HQiietiin<t 
tanned  the  word  or  mot  by  old  writers.    Lt  mot,  French. -^Sraavxiia* 

'  —  Piu  per  dttlfura  qut  perfuer^']  That  is,  more  bjf  tweetmm  tktn  h/feem. 
The  author  should  haTe  written  Mai  per  dulgura,  &c.    Piu  io  Italiaii,  —  " 
more;  but,  I  belie? e,  there  la  no  i\ic\i  ^ig(acn\S^'«o'id<^-MjiLo«K. 
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Thai.  The  fifth,  an  hatid  ettvironed  with  clouds ; 
Holding  out  gold,  that's  by  the  touchstone  tri^d : 
The  motto  thus.  Sic  spectandajides. 

[  The  sixth  Knight  pafses. 

Sim.  And  what's  the  sixth  and  last,  which  the  knight 
With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  delivered  ?  [himself 

Thai.  He  seems  a  stranger;  but  his  present  h 
A  withered  branch,  that's  only  greefn  at  tcfp ; 
The  motto.  In  hac  spe  vivo. 

Sim.  A  pretty  moral ; 
From  the  dejected  state  wherein  he  is, 
He  hopes  by  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourish. 

1  Lord.  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his  outwiurd 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  just  commend :  [shoW 
For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 

To  have  practised  mote  the  whipstock,"  than  the  lance. 

2  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he  comes 
To  an  honour'd  triumph,  strangely  furnished. 

3  Lord.  And  on  set  purpose  let  his  armour  rust 
Until  this  day,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust. 

Sim.  Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scatii 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man.* 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming;  We'll  withdraw 
Into  the  gallery.  [Eteunt. 

l^Great  Shouts,  and  all  cry.  The  mean  kliight. 

SCENE  III. 

The  same.    A  Hall  of  State^    A  Banqteei  prepared. 

Enter  Simonides,  Thaisa,  Lords,  Knights,  and 

Attendants. 

Sim.  Knights, 
To  81^  you  are  welcome,  were  so]^rfluouff. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  of  your  deeds, 
As  in  a  title-page,  your  worth  inf  arms. 
Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than's  fit, 

• th€  whxpitodkf']  L  e.  The  carter's  whip. 

>  Th$  (mtviaTd  habit  by  the  inward  num.']  i.  e.  ThAt  makes  UB  scan  (he  inward 
man  by  the  outward  habit.  This  kind  of  inversion  was  formerly  very  common. 
— Malonb. 
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Since  eyery  worth  in  show  commendB  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirths  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast : 
You  are  my  guests. 

Thai.  But  you»  my  knight  and  guest ; 

To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give. 
And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happiness. 

Per,  Tis  more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  by  merit. 

Sim.  Call  it-by  what  you  will,  the  day  is  yours; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
In  framing  artists,  art  hath  thus  decreed. 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed ; 
And  you're  her  laboured  scholar.    Come,  queen  o*the 

feast, 
(For,  daughter,  so  you  are,)  here  take  your  place : 
Marshal  the  rest,  as  they  .deserve  their  grace. 

Knights.  We  are  honoured  much  by  good  Simonides. 

Sim.  Your  presence  glads  our  days;  honour  we  love. 
For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 

Marsh.  Sir,  yond's  your  place. 

Per.  Some  other  is  more  fit. 

1  Knight.  Contend  not,  sir;  for  we  are  gentlemen^ 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes,   ' 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 

Per.  You  are  right  courteous  knights. 

Sim.  Sit, sit, sir;  siL 

Per.  By  Jove,  I  wonder,  that  is  king  of  thoughts. 
These  cates  resist  me,^  she  not  thought  upon. 

Thai,  By  Juno,  that  is  queen 
Of  marriage,  all  the  viands  that  I  eat 
Do  seem  unsavoury,  wishing  him  my  meat ! 
Sure  he's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim.  He's  but 

A  country  gentleman ; 

He  has  done  no  more  than  other  knights  have  done ; 
Broken  a  staff,  or  so :  so  let  it  pass. 

Thai.  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  glass. 

Per.  Yon  king's  to  me,  like  to  my  father's  picture. 
Which  tells  me,  in  that  glory  once  he  was; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars  about  his  throne, 

y  —  fviui  me,]  Le.  Go  against  my  stomach. — Stiitivi. 
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And  he  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence. 
None  that  beheld  him,  but  like  lesser  lights. 
Did  vail  their  crowns  to  fats  supremacy ; 
Where  now  his  son's  a  glow-worm  in  the  night. 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light ; 
Whereby  I  see  that  Time's  the  king  of  men. 
For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they  crave. 

Sim.  What,  are  you  merry,  knights  ? 

1  Knight.  Who  can  be  other,  in  this  royal  presence  ? 

Sim.  Here,  with  a  cup  that's  stor'd  unto  the  brim, 
(As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistress'  lips,*) 
We  drink  this  health  to  you. 

Knights.  .  We  thank  your  grace* 

Sim.  Yet  pause  a  while ; 
Yon  knight,  methinks,  do  sit  too  melancholy. 
As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 
Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  you,  Thaisa? 

Thai.  What  is  it 

To  me,  my  father  ? 

51171.  O,  attend,  my  daughter ; 

Princes,  in  this,  should  live  like  gods  above. 
Who  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes 
To  honour  them ;  and  princes,  not  doing  so. 
Are  like  to  gnats,  which  make  a  sound,  but  kill'd 
Are  wonder'd  at.* 

Therefore  to  make's  entrance^  more  sweet,  here  say. 
We  drink  this  standing-bowl''  of  wine  to  him* 

ITuii,  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold : 
He  may  my  proffer  take  for  an  offence. 
Since  men  take  women's  gifts  for  impudence. 

* As  you  do  love f  fill  to  your  miUret^  Upt,']  i.  e.  Let  the  quantity  of  wine 

you  swallow,  be  proportioned  to  the  Ioto  you  bear  your  mistress. — SirBxyAHS. 

* and  princes,  not  doing  », 

Are  like  to  gnats,  which  nuuce  a  stmnd,  Imt  hilVd 

Are  wondei^d  atJ]  i.  e.  When  they  are  found  to  be  such  small  insignificant 
animals,  after  making  so  great  a  noise. — Pskcy. 

^  Therefore  to  makers  entrance  -  ]  By  his  entrance,  I  beliere,  is  meant  his  pre- 
sent trance,  the  reverie  in  which  he  is  supposed  to  be  sitting. — Stbetens. 
«  — *  standing-bowl — ]  i.  e.  il  bowl  resting  on  afooL — Stxstbns* 
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Sim.  How ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  yon'U  move  me  else. 

Thai.  Now,  by  the  gods,  hetould  not  please  me  better. 

[Aside. 

Sim.  And  farther  tell  him,  we  desire  to  know. 
Of  whence  he  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 

Thai.  The  king  my  father,  sir,  has  drunk  to  you. 

Per*  I  thank  him. 

Thai.  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your  life. 

Tet.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge  him  ftecly. 

Thai.  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  you. 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  parentager 

Per.  A  gentleman  of  Tyre — (my  name,  Pericles ; 
My -education  being  in  arts  and  arras ;) — 
Who  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world. 
Was  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men. 
And,  after  shipwreck,  driven  upon  this  shore. 

Thai.  He  thanks  your  grace ;  names  himself  Pericles, 
A  gentleman  of  Tyre,  who  only  by 
Misfortune  of  the  seas  has  been  bereft 
Of 'ships  and  men,  and  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Sim.  Now  by  the  gods,  I  pity  his  misfortune. 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles. 
And  waste  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  revels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  address*d,^ 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will*  not  have  excuse,  with  saying,  this 
Loud  musick  is  too  harsh  for  ladies'  heads ; 
^ince  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  well  as  beds. 

[The  Knights  danee. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  so  well  perform^.* 
Come,  sir ; 

Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  often  heard,  you  knights  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip ; 
And  that  their  measures  are  as  excellent. 

*  *— —  addnt^d,']  i,  e.  Aecoutend,  prepared  for  combat, 

•  So,  thit  mi  ftelt  a^d,  Uuhu  to  well  petform*dJ]  i.  e.  The  excelloice  of  thi* 
•ilnbition  ha  justified  the  solicitation  by  which  it  was  obtainedU — Stkctevs. 
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Per.  In  those  that  practise  them^  they  are,  my  lord. 

Sim.  O,  that's  as  much,  as  you  would  be  denied 

[The  Knights  and  Ladies  dance. 
Of  your  fair  courtesy. — Unclasp,  unclasp ; 
Thanks,  gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  have  done  well. 
But  you  the  best   [to  Pericles.]  Pages  and  lights, 

conduct 
These  knights  unto  their  several  lodgings :  Yours,  sir. 
We  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 

Per.  I  am  at  your' grace's  pleasure. 

Sim.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love. 
For  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  each  one  betake  him  to  his  rest; 
To-morrow,  all  for  speeding  do  their  best.  [JSreunf. 


SCENE  IV.    ' 

Tyre.    A  Room  in  the  Governor's  House. 

Enter  Helicanus  and  Escanes. 

Hel.  No,  no,  my  Escanes  j  know  this  of  me, — 
Antiochus  from  incest  liv'd  not  free ; 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding  longer 
To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  in  store. 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence ; 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  glory. 
When  he  was  seated,  and  his  daughter  with  him,- 
In  a  chariot  of  inestimable  value, 
A  fire  from  heaven  came,  andshriveird  up 
Their  bodies,  even  to  loathing ;  for  they  so  stunk. 
That  all  those  eyes  ador'd  them,  ere  their  fall. 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  burial. 

Esca.  Twas  very  strange. 

Hel.  And  yet  but  just ;  for  though 

This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no  guard 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  but  sin  had  his  reward. 

Esca.  'Tis  very  true. 
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Enter  Three  Lords. 

1  Lord,  See,  not  a  man  in  private  conference. 
Or  council,  has  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  It  shall  no  longer  grieve,  without  reproof. 

3  Lord.  And  curs'd  be  he  that  will  not  second  it. 
1  Lord.  Follow  me  then :  Lord  Helicane,  a  word. 
HeL  With  me  ?  and  welcome :  Happy  day,  my  lords. 
1  Lord.  Know,  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the  top. 

And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 

HeL  Your  griefs,  for  what?  wrong  not  the  prince  you 
love. 

1  Lord.  Wrong  not  yourself  then,  noble  Helicane ; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him. 

Or  know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his  breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  seek  him  out ; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we'll  find  him  there  y 
And  be  resolv'd,'  he  lives  to  govern  us. 
Or  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral. 
And  leaves  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  Lord.  Whose  death's,  indeed,  the  strongest  in  our 

censure :' 
And  knowing  this  kingdom,  if  without  a  head, 
(Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof,) 
Will  soon  to  ruin  fall,  your  noble  self. 
That  best  know'st  how  to  rule,  and  how  to  reign. 
We  thus  submit  unto, — our  sovereign. 

All.  Live,  noble  Helicane  ! 

Hel.  Try  honour's  cause ;  forbear  your  suffrages : 
If  that  you  love  prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas,** 
Where's  hourly  trouble,  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemonth  longer,  let  me  then  entreat  you 
To  forbear  choice  i'the  absence  of  your  king; 
If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 

' riJoitjV ,]  L  e.  Sati^ud. 

' <A«  ttrongai  in  oureenturt ;]  i.  e.  7%$  moit  probahU  in  Mtr.  apbdtiir^ 

Stebvkns. 

^  Tah$  I  your  wuh,  I  Uap  into  the  tut,']  i.  e.  I  emVark  too  haitilj  on  n  ex- 
pedition  in  which  ease  it  disproportioned  to  labour. — Stsbviwi. 
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I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  yoor  yoke. 

But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  love. 

Go  search  like  noblemen,  like  noble  subjects. 

And  in  your  search,  spend  your  adventurous  worth ; 

Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return. 

You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

1  Lord*  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not  yield ; 
And,  since  lord  Helicane  enjoineth  us. 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it. 

HeL  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,  and  we'll  clasp  hands ; 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands.     [JSoremi^. 

SCENE  V. 
Pentapolis.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Simovidi&s, reading  a  Letter,  the  Knights  meet  him. 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simonides. 
Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let  you  know. 

That  for  this  twelvemonth^  she'll  not  undertake 
A  married  life. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known. 
Which  from  herself  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my  lord? 
Sim.  'Faith,  by  no  means ;  she  hath  so  strictly  tied  her 

To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 
One  twelve  moons  she'll  wear  Diana's  livery; 
This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd,^ 
And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it. 

3  Knight.  Though  loath  to  bid  farewell,  we  take  our 

leaves.  [Exeunt. 

Sim.  So 
They're  well  despatch'd ;  now  to  my  daughter's  letter : 
She  tells  me  here,  she'll  wed  the  stranger  knight. 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
Mistress,  'tis  well,  your  choice  agrees  with  mine; 
I  like  that  well : — nay,  how  absolute  she's  in't, 

'  ThU  by  the  eye  nf  Cynthia  hath  ths  vovf*d,]  It  were  to  be  wished  that  Simo- 
nides (who  u  represented  as  a  blameless  character)  had  hit  on  some  more  in- 
genuous expedient  for  the  dismission  of  these  wooers.  Here  he  tells  them  as 
a  solemn  truth,  what  he  knows  to  be  a  fiction  of  his  own. — STaa^f.«a« 
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Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no ! 
Well>  I  commend  her  choice ; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delaf^d* 
Soft,  here  he  comes : — I  must  dissemble  it* 


Enter  Pericles. 

Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides ! 

Sim.  To  you  as  much,  sir !  I  am  beholden  to  you. 
For  your  sweet  musick  this  last  night:  my  ears, 
I  do  protest,  were  never  better  fed 
With  such  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend ; 
Not  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  mu'sick's  master. 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good  lord. 

Sim.  Let  me  ask  one  thing.  What  do  you  think,  sir,  of 
My  daughter? 

Per.  As  of  a  most  virtuous  princess. 

.  Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not  ? 

Per.  As  a  fair  day  in  summer ;  wond'rous  fair. 

'Sim.  My  daughter,  sir,  thinks  very  well  of  you ; 
Ay,  so  well,  sir,  that  you  must  be  her  master. 
And  she'll  your  scholar  be ;  therefore  look  to  it. 

Per*  Unworthy  I  to  be  her  schoolmaster. 

Sim.  She  thinks  not  so ;  peruse  this  writing  else. 

Per.  What's  here ! 
A  letter,  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  ? 
Tis  the  king's  subtilty,  to  have  my  life.  [Jnde. 

O,  seek  not  to  intrap,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman. 
That  never  aim'd  so  high,  to  love  your  daughter. 
But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

Sim.  Thou  hast  bewitched  my  daughter,  and  tbon  art 
A  villain. 

Per.        By  the  gods,  I  have  not,  sir. 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offisnce  ; 
Nor  never  did  ray  actions  yet  comm^nice 
A  deed  might  gain  her  love,  or  your  displeasure. 

Sim.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 

Per.  Traitor  I 
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Sim.  Ay,  traitor,  sir.  • 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat,  (unless  it  be  the  king*) 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,  I  do  applaud  his  courage. 

[Aside. 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts. 
That  never  relished  of  a  base  descent* 
I  came  unto  your  court,  for  honour's  cause. 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
And  he  that  otherwise  accounts  of  me. 
This  sword  shall  prove,  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No! — 
Here  comes  my  daughter^  she  can  witness  it. 

Enter  Thaisa. 

Per.  Then,  as  yon  are  as  virtuous  as  fair. 
Resolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  subscribe 
To  any  syllable  that  ma^  love  to  you  ? 

Thai.  Why,  sir,  say  if  you  had. 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad  ? 

Sim.  Yea,  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory? — 
I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart.  [Aside.}  I'll  tame  you; 
ril  bring  you  in  subjection. — 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent,  bestow 
Your  love  and  your  affections  on  a  stranger? 
(Who,  for  ought  I  know  to  the  contrary. 
Or  think,  may  be  as  great  in  blood  as  I.)  [Aside. 

Hear  therefore,  mistress ;  frame  your  own  will  to  minef, — 
And  you,  sir,  hear  you. — Either  be  rul'd  by  me. 
Or  I  will  make  you — man  and  wife. — 
Nay,  come ;  your  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it  too. — 
And  being  join'd,  1*11  thus  your  hopes  destroy ; — 
And  for  a  further  grief, — God  give  you  joy ! 
What,  are  you  both  pleas'd  ? 

Thai.  Yes,  if  you  love  me,  sir. 

Per.  Even  as  my  life,  my  blood  that  fosters  it. . 

J-. —  ffo!^ 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  the  can  witness  It.]   Simonidei  I  think  means  to 
say, — Not  a  rebel  to  our  state !     Hdrc  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  prove  (Aon  art 
one. — Ma  LONE. 
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Sim.  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 
Both.  Yes,  'please  your  majesty. 

Sim.  It  pleaseth  me  so  well,  1*11  see  you  wed  ; 
Then,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  you  to  bed.*  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III. 

Enier  Gower. 

Gow.  Now  sleep  yslaked  hath  the  rout ; 
No  din  but  snores,  the  house  about. 
Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage  feast. 
The  cat,  with  eyne  of  burning  coal. 
Now  couches  Yore  the  mouse's  hole ; 
And  crickets  sing  at  th'  oven's  mouth. 
As  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hymen  hath  brought  the  bride  to  bed. 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead^ 
A  babe  is  moulded ; — Be  attent. 
And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent. 
With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  eche  ;• 
What's  dumb  in  show,  I'll  plain  with  speech. 

Dumb  show. 

Enter  Pericles  and  Simon  ides  at  one  door,  with  Attend" 
ants:  a  Messenger  meets  them,  kneels,  and  gives  Pericles 
a  Letter.  Pericles  shows  it  to  Si*monidss  ;  the  Lords 
kneel  to  the  former.^  Then  enter  Thais  a  with  child,  and 
Lychorida.  Simonides  shows  his  Daughter  the  Let- 
ter; she  rejoices:  she  ai?cf  Pericles  take  leave  of  her  Fa- 
ther, and  depart.     Then  Simoni des,  SfC.  retire. 

\ get  you  to  6f  d.]  I  cannot  dismiss  the  foregoing  scene,  till  I  have  ex- 
pressed the  most  supreme  contempt  of  it.  Such  another  gross,  nonsensical 
dialogue,  would  be  sought  for  in  vain  among  the^ earliest  and  mdest  •ffsrts  of 
the  British  theatre. — Stksvens. 

' eehs ;]  i.  e.  Utt  out, 

■ t^  Lordt  html  to  theformtr,']  The  Lords  kneel  to  Pericles,  becawe 

they  are  now,  for  the  first  time,  informed  by  this  letter  that  he  is  king  of  Tyre* 
^  By  the  death  of  Antiochus  and  his  daughter,  Pericles  has  also  suoceeaed  to  the 
*  tlurone  of  Antioch,  in  consequence  of  having  rightly  interpreted  the  riddle  pro* 
/Mied  to  him.— Malomc. 
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Gow.  By  many  a  dearn  and  painful  perch/ 
Of  Pericles  the  careful  search 
By  the  four  opposing  coignes/ 
Which  the  world  together  joins. 
Is  made,  with  all  due  diligence. 
That  horse,  and  sail,  and  high  expence. 
Can  stead  the  quest.'    At  last  from  Tyre 
(Fame  answering  the  most  strong  inquire,) 
To  the  court  of  king  Simonides 
Are  letters  brought ;  the  tenour  these : 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter's  dead ; 
The  men  of  Tyrus,  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none : 
The  mutiny  there  he  hastes  t'appease ; 
Says  to  them,  if  king  Pericles 
Come  not,  in  twice  six  moons,  home,  ^ 

He  obedient  to  their  doom. 
Will  take  the  crown.    The  sum  of  this. 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished  the  regions  round. 
And  every  one  wiUi  claps,  'gan  sound. 
Our  heir  apparent  is  a  king : 
Who  dream'd,  who  thought  of  such  a  thing? 
Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre  : 
His  queen  with  child  makes  her  desire 
(Which  who  shall  cross  ?)  along  to  go ; 
(Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe ;) 
Lychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes. 
And  so  to  sea.    Their  vessel  shakes 
On  Neptune's  billow;  half  the  flood 
Hath  their  keel  cut ;  but  fortune's  mood 
Varies  again ;  the  grizzled  north 
Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth. 
That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives. 
So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives, 

•  By  many  a  dearn  and  pair^ul  perch,  &c.]   Dearn  signifiei  lonely,  tolitary,    A 
perch  is  a  measiire  of  fiye  yards  and  a  half. — Stievbns. 

•  By  the  four  oppoting  coignet,']  By  tbe  four  opposite  eflmer-itones  that  uaita 
and  hind  together  the  great  fabrick  of  the  world. — Ma  lone. 

P  Can  ttead  the  quett,]  u  e.  Help,  befriend,  or  auUt  the  tearth. 

roL.  vu.  2  r 
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The  lady  shrieks,  and  well-a-near  !* 

Doth  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear : 

And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm. 

Shall,  for  itself,  itself  perform. 

I  nill  relate,'  action  may 

Conveniently  the  rest  convey: 

Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told.* 

In  your  imagination  hold 

This  stage,  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 

The  sea-tost  prince  appears  to  speak.  [£it^. 

SCENE  I. 

Enter  Pericles,  on  a  Skq>  at  Sea. 

Per.  Thou  Grod  of  this  great  vast,  rebuke  these  surges. 
Which  wash  both  heaven  and  hell ;  and  thou,  that  hast 
Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass. 
Having  call'd  them  from  the  deep  !  O  still  tby  deaTning, 
Thy  dreadful  thunders ;  gently  quench  thy  nimble. 
Sulphurous  flashes  ! — O  how,  Lychorida, 
How  does  my  queen  ? — Thou  storm,  thou !  vetioiiiously 
Wilt  thou  spit  all  thyself? — ^The  seaman's  whistle 
Is  as  a  whisper  in  the  ears  of  death. 
Unheard. — Lychorida! — Lucina,  O 
Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife,  gentle 
To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  deity 
Aboard  our  dancing  boat ;  make  swift  the  pangs 
Of  my  queen's  travails  ! — ^Now,  Lychorida— — 

Enter  Lychorida,  with  an  Infant. 

Lye.  Here  is  a  thing 
Too  young  for  such  a  place,  who,  if  it  had 
Conceit,^  would  die  as  I  am  like  to  do. 
Take  in  your  arms  this  piece  of  your  dead  queen. 

<i weU-a-ntar  /]  This  exclamation  it  eqmTalent  to  well-a-dajf,  and  it  still 

used  in  Yorkshire. — Rssd. 

'  I  nill  rtlau,]  Thejurthsr  consequences  of  this  storm  I  shaO  not  deacnbe.— 
Malonb. 

■  Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told.']  i.  e.  Which  might  not  eoKomemikf  cw- 
viy  what  by  me  is  told,  £cc.  What  ensues  may  conyehientlj  be  eiiiibttad  in 
action ;  but  action  could  not  well  have  displayed  alt  the  erenta  that  I  bare 
now  related. — Malone. 

«  Conceit,]  i.  t,  Thowght. 


ACT  III.— SCENE  I.  435 

Fer.  How!  how, .Lychorida ! 

Xyc.  Patience,  good  sir ;  do  not  assist  the  storm. 
Here's  all  that  is  left  Uying  of  your  qtieen»-T- 
A  little  daughter ;  for  the  sake  of  it. 
Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

PtT.  O  you  gods ! 

Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts. 
And  snatch  them  straight  away?  We,  hese  below. 
Recall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Vie  honour  with  yoarsel^es." 

lAfc.  Patience,  good  sir. 

Even  for  this  charge* 

l?er.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  life ! 

For  a  more  blusterous  birth  Jiad  never  babe  : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  oonditions !' 
For  thou'rt  the  rudeliest  welcomed  to  this  world. 
That  e'er  was  prince's  child.    Happy  whart  follows  ! 
Thou  hast  as  chiding^  a  nativity. 
As  fire,,  air,  water,  earth,  and  heaven  can  make. 
To  herald  thee  from  the  womb :  even  at  the  fixst. 
Thy  loss  is  more  than  can  thy  portage  quit^' 
With  all  thou  canst  find  here. — ^Now  the  good  gods 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon  it ! 

Hfi^er  Two  Sailors. 

1  SaiL  What  courage,  sir  ?  God  save  you. 

Vtr.  Courage  enough :  I  do  not  fear  the  flaw  ;• 
It  hath  done  to  me  the  worst.    Yet,  for  the  love 
Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh-new  seafarer, 
I  would,  it  would  be  quiet. 

1  Sail.  Slack  the  bolins  there  '^  thou  wilt  not,  wilt 
thou?  Blow,  and  split  thyself; 


r  tnth  youi'seioM.]  i.  e.  Contend  with  you  in  bonourr— M.  Mason. 
WxioM  /]  i.  e.  Q}ka\X%ieM^  duposttioiu  of  mind.  Such  was  addentlj  its 


"  Fts  \afMVLT 

» eofiditums. 

sense. 

7 az  chiding — ]  i.  e.  As  natty, 

■  Thy  lots  it  mort  than  can  thy  portage  quit,"]  i.  e.  Thou  hast  already  lost  more 
(by  the  death  of  thy  mother)  than  thy  safe  arrival  at  the  port  of  life  can  coun- 
terbalance, with  all  to  boot  that  we  can  give  thee.— Stbbvbns. 

ft thsflaw ;]  i.e.  The  blatt. 

^  Slack  the  bolins  there ;]  Bowlines  are  ropes  by  which  the  sails  of  a  ship  are 
goremed  when  the  wind  is  unCavourable.  they  are  slackened  when  it  is 
high* — Stbevbns. 

2  f2 
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2  Sail.  But  sea-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloudy  biUow 
kiss  the  moon,  I  care  not. 

1  Sail.  Sir,  your  queen  must  overboard ;  the  sea  worics 
high,  the  nvind  is  loud,  and  will  not  lie  till  the  ship  be 
cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That's  your  superstition* 

1  Sail.  Pardon  us,  sir;  with  us  at  sea  it  still  hath  been 
observed;  and  we  are  strong  in  earnest*  Therefore 
briefly  yield  her;  for  she  must  overboard  straight. 

Per.  Be  it  as  you  think  meet. — Most  wretched  queen! 

Ljfr.  Here  she  lies^  sir. 

Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  had,  my  dear  ; 
No  light,  no  fire  :  the  unfriendly  elements 
Forgot  thee  utterly ;  nor  have  I  time 
To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 
Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffined,  in  the  ooze ; 
Where,  for  a  monument  upon  thy  bones. 
And  aye-remaining  lamps,^  the  belching  whale 
And  humming  water  must  o'erwhelm  thy  corpse. 
Lying  with  simple  shells.     Lychorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink  and  paper. 
My  casket  and  my  jewels ;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  sattin  coffer  :^  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow;  hie  thee,  whiles  I  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her :  suddenly,  woman. 

[ExU  Lychobiba. 

2  Sail.  Sir,  we  have  a  chest  beneath  the  hatches,  caolk'd 
and  bitumed  ready. 

Per.  I  thank  thee.    Mariner,  say  what  coast  is  this? 

2  Sail.  We  are  near  Tharsus. 

Per.  Thither,  gentle  mariner. 
Alter  thy  course  for  Tyre.    When  can'st  thou  reach  it  ? 

2  Sail.  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per.  O  make  for  Tharsus. 
There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 


«  And  aye-rraiatsitiif  Uumpi,  &c]  Inatead  of  a  wtommtnt  wneUi  tbtm  ihy 
bona,  AND  perpttMal  i^npt  to  bum  near  thtm,  tht  tpouting-fchaU  duUl  offrwu  tkm 
voiih  kii  weight,  and  the  mau  rf  waterg  tkaU  rati  toUh  low  heavjf  wmmmt  emr  tk§ 

' toLixn-teff^r :]  i.  e.  A  coffer  lined  with  mttiiu    Our  sdcmbI 

wn  ohtu  adorned  oa  the  iniide  mtk  Mich  coatl^  materiala.— STsaTavt. 
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Cannot  hold  put  to  Tyrus  :  there  PU  leare  k 

At  oareful  nursing.     Go  thy  ways,  good  mariner ; 

ril  bring  the  body  presently.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Ephesus.    A  Room  in  Cerimon's  House. 

Enter  Cerimon,  a  Servant,  and  some  Persom  who  have 

been  Mpwrecked. 

der.  Philemon,  ho ! 

Enter  Philemon. 

Phil.  Doth  my  lord  call  ? 

Cer.  Get  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men ; 
It  has  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 

Serv.  I  have  been  in  many ;  but  such  a  night  as  this. 
Till  now,  I  ne'er  endur'd. 

Cer.  Your  master  will  be  dead  ere  you  return; 
There's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature. 
That  can  recover  him.    Give  this  to  the  'pothecary. 
And  tell  me  how  it  works.  [To  Philemon. 

[Exeunt  Philemon,  Servanti  and  those  who 
had  been  shipwrecked. 

Enter  Two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Good  morrow,  sir. 

2  Gent.  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 

Cer.  Gentlemen, 

Why  do  you  stir  so  early  ? 

1  Gent.  Sir, 

Our  lodgings,  standing  bleak  upon  the  sea. 
Shook,  as  the  earth  did  quake ; 
The  very  principals*  did  seem  to  rend. 
And  all  to  topple ;  pure  surprize  and  fear 
Made  me  quit  the  house. 

2  Gent.  That  is  the  cause  we  trouble  you  so  early; 
'Tis  not  our  husbandry.' 

c prineipab — ]  L  e.  Th$  ttnmgest  rt^Un  in  tht  rcof  of  m  huiUUng, 

' htitbandry.']  i.  e.  Economical  prudimet. 
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Cer.  O,  yoH  say  well. 

1  Gehi.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  Icn^dship,  haTiiig 
Rich  tire  about  you>  should  at  these  early  hours 

Shake  off  the  golden  slumber  of  repose. 
It  is  most  strange> 

Nature  should  be  so  conversant  with  pain. 
Being  thereto  not  compell'd. 

Cer.  I  held  it  ever. 

Virtue  and  cunnings  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches  :  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend  ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former. 
Making  a  man  a  god.    'Tis  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physick,  through  which  secret  art. 
By  turning  o'er  authorities,  I  have 
(Together  with  my  practice),  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  blest  infusions 
That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stones ; 
And  I  can  speieik  of  the  disturbances 
That  nature  works,  and  of  her  cures ;  which  gives  me 
A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 
Than  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour. 
Or  tie  my  pleasure  up  in  silken  bags. 
To  please  the  fool  and  death.'' 

2  Gent,  Your  honour  has  through  Ephesus  pour'd  forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 

Your  creatures,  who  by  you  have  been  restored : 
And  not  your  knowledge,  personal  pain,  but  even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  hath  built  lord  Cerimon 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never 

Enter  Two  Servants  with  a  Chest. 

Serv.  So  ;  lift  there. 

Cer.  What  is  that  ? 

Serv.  Sir,  even  now 

Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest ; 
Tis  of  some  wreck. 

S etuming] — means  here  knawUdge, 

k fool  and  death,]  A  daDce  was  ODce  popularly  eihibited  in  this  coimtiy 

at  fairs  and  wakes,  &c.  which  entirely  consisted  of  Deaih'i  contriTancea  to 
MUjprue  the  Mtrry  Andrew,  and  of  the  Merry  Andrew*i  efforts  to  ehide  the 
§tnUigem»  of  Dea^,  by  whom  at  VaalVie  wa*  wtx^wj^t*^.— ^ti.uv^wi. 
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Cer.  Set 't  down^  l^t's  look  on  it. 

2  Gent.  Tis  like  a  cofl^n,  sir. 

Cer.  Whatever  it  be, 

Tis  wond'rous  heavy.     Wrench  it  open  straight; 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o'ercharg'd  with  gold,  * 
It  is  a  good  constraint  of  fortune,  that 
It  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent.  Tis  so,  my  lord. 

Cer.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitum'd ! — 
Did  the  sea  cast  it  up? 

Serv.  I  never  saw  sp  huge  a  billow,  sir. 
As  toss'd  it  upon  shore. 

Cer.  Come,  wrench  it  open ; 

Soft,  soft !  it  smells  most  sweetly  in  my  sense. 

2  Gent.  A  delicate  odour. 

Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  nostril ;  so, — up  with  it, 
O  you  most  potent  gods  !    What's  here?  a  corse! 

1  Gent.  Most  strange  ! 

Cer.  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state:  balm'd  and  entreasur'd 
With  bags  of  spices  full !    A  passport  too ! 
Apollo^  perfect  me  i'the  characters !        [Unfolds  a  Scroll. 

Here  I  give  to  understand,  [Reads. 

(Ifeer  this  coffin  drive  a-land,) 

I,  king  Pericles,  have  lost 

This  queen,  worth  all  our  mundane^  cost. 

Who  finds  her,  give  her  burying, 

She  was  the  daughter  of  a  king: 

Besides  this  treasure  for  a  fee. 

The  gods  requite  his  charity ! 

If  thou  liv'st  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 

That  even  cracks  for  woe ! — This  chanc'd  to-night. 

2  Gent.  Most  likely,  sir. 

Cer.  Nay,  certainly  to-night ; 

For  look,  how  fresh  she  looks  ! — ^They  were  too  rough. 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea.    Make  fire  within ; 
Fetch  hither  all  the  boxes  in  my  closet. 
Death  may  usurp  on  nature  many  hours, 

• mundane — ]  i.  e.  Worldly. 
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Aod  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 
The  overpressed  spirits.    I  have  heard 
Of  an  Egyptian,  had  nine  hours  lien  dead. 
By  good  appliance  was  recovered. 

Enter  a  Servant,  with  Boxes,  Napkins,  and  fire. 

Well  said,  well  said ;  the  fire  and  the  cloths. — 

The  rough  and  woeful  musick  that  we  have. 

Cause  it  to  sound,  'beseech  you. 

The  vial  once  more  ; — How  thou  stirr'st,  thou  block! 

The  musick  there. — I  pray  you,  give  her  air : — 

Gentlemen, 

This  queen  will  live :  nature  awakes  ;  a  warmth 

Breathes  out  of  her :  she  hath  not  been  entranc'd 

Above  five  hours.    See,  how  she  *gins  to  blow 

Into  life's  flower  again  ! 

1  Gent.  The  heavens^  sir. 
Through  you,  increase  our  wonder,  and  set  up 
Your  fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She  is  alive ;  behold. 

Her  eyelids,  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hath  lost. 
Begin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold ; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.    O  live. 
And  make  us  weep  to  hear  your  fate,  fair  creature. 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be  !  [She  moves. 

Thai.  O  dear  Diana, 

Where  am  I  ?    Where's  my  lord  ?    What  world  is  this  ? 

2  Gent.  Is  not  this  strange? 

1  Gent,  Most  rare. 

Cer.  Hush,  gentle  neighbours  $ 

Lend  me  your  hands  :  to  the  next  chamber  bear  her. 
Get  linen ;  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to. 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.     Come,  come,  come; 
And  .£sculapius  guide  us ! 

[Exetint,  carrying  Thaisa  away. 
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*  ■ 
SCENE  III. 

Tharsus.    A  Room  in  Cleon's  Howe. 

Enter  Pebicles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  Ltchorida, 

and  Marina. 

Per.  Most  honoured  Cleon>  I  must  needs  be  gone ; 
My  twelvemonths  are  expir'd,  and  Tyros  stands 
In  a  litigious  peace.    You,  and  your  lady. 
Take  from  my  heart  all  thankfulness  !    The  gods 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you ! 

Ck.  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  though  they  hurt  you  mor- 
Yet  glance  full  wand'ringly  on  us.  [tally, 

Dion.  O  your  sweet  queen  I 

That  the  strict  fates  had  pleas'd  you  had^broijigfat  her 

hither. 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes  ! 

Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 

The  powers  above  us.    Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
Must  be  as  'tis.     My  babe  Marina  (whom 
For  she  was  born  at  sea,  I  have  nam'd  so,)  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal,  and  leave  her 
The  infant  of  your  care ;  beseeching  you 
To  give  her  princely  training,  that  she  may  be 
Manner'd  as  she  is  bom. 

Cle.  Fear  not,  my  lord : 

Your  grace,  that  fed  my  country  with  your  com,     **'^jj^ 
(For  which  the  people's  prayers  still  fall  on  you,) 
Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.    If  neglection 
Should  therein  make  me  vile,  the  common  body. 
By  you  relieved,  would  force  me  to  my  duty : 
But  if  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur. 
The  gods  revenge  it  upon  me  and  mine. 
To  the  end  of  generation ! 

Per.  I  believe  you ; 

Your  honour  and  your  goodness  teach  me  credit. 
Without  your  vows.     Till  she  be  married,  madam, 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour  all, 
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Unscissar'd  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain. 
Though  I  show  will  in't*     So  I  t^e  my  leave. 
Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dion.  I  have  one  myself. 

Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect. 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per.  Madam^  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cle.  We'll  bring  your  gra,ce  eyen  to  the  edge  o'the  shore ; 
Then  give  you  up  tP  the  mask'd  Neptune,^  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  h^av^n. 

Per.  I  will  embrace 

Your  offer.    Come,  dear'st  madam. — O,  no  tears^ 
Lycborida,  no  tears : 

I^k  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereM'ter. — Come,  my  lord.       [£z«ui(. 


SCENE  IV. 

Ephesus.    4  Room  in  Cerimon's  House. 

Enter  Cerimon  and  Thaisa. 

Cer.  Madam>  this  letter,  and  some  certain  jewels. 
Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer :  which  are  now 
At  your  command.    Know  you  the  character  ? 

Thai.  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  sbipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  remember. 
Even  on  my  yearning  time ;  but  whether  there 
Delivered  or  no,  by  the  holy  gods, 
I  cannot  rightly  say :  But  since  king  Pericles, 
My  wedded  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again, 
A  vestal  livery  will  I  take  me  to. 
And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  this  you  purpose  as  you  speak, 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far. 
Where  you  may  'bide  until  your  date  expire.^ 

J matted  Nepium,']  i.  e.  Insidiocui  wawes  that  wear  a  tieacheroas  oniUe. 

— SriEViNt. 
* until  ifour  date  expire.'}  \.  e.  UniH  ^qu  die. — Malon^ • 
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Moreover^  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai.  My  recompense  is  thanks^  that's  all ; 
Yet  my  good-will  is  great,  though  the  gift  small.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Gower. 

Goto.  Imagine  Pericles  at  Tyre, 
Welcomed  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woeful  queen  leave  at  Ephess, 
To  Dian  there  a  votaress. 
Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind. 
Whom  our  fast  growing  scene  must  find 
At  Tharsus,  and  by  Cleon  train'd 
In  musick,  letters ;  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  all  the  grace. 
Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 
Of  general  wonder.^    But  alack ! 
That  monster  envy,  oft  the  wrack 
Of  earned  praise,"*  Marina's  life 
Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown. 
Even  ripe  for  marriage  fight ;  this  maid 
Hight  Philoten :  and  it  is  said 
For  certain  in  our  story,  she 
Would  ever  with  Marina  be  : 
Be't  when  she  weav'd  the  sleided  silk* 
With  fingers,  long,  small,  white  as  milk ; 
Or  when  she  would  with  sharp  neeld  wound 
The  cambrick,  which  she  made  more  sound 
By  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  lute 
She  sung,  and  made  the  night*bird  mute, 

'  Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 

Of  general  toonder.']   Such  an  education  as  rendered  her  the  center  and 
utuaiion  of  general  wonder. — SrssyENs. 

■" earned  pram,"]  i.  e.  Praise  well  desenred. 

° the  sleided  silk — ]  i.  e.  Untwisted  silk,  prepared  to  be  used  in  the 

weaver's  sley  or  slay. — Percy. 
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That  still  records'^  with  moan ;  or  when  ^ 

She  would  with  rich  and  constant  pen 

VbW^  to  her  mistress  Dian ;  still 

This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 

With  absolute"!  Marina :  so 

With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 

Vie  feathers  white.     Marina  gets 

All  praises*  which  are  paid  as  debts* 

And  not  as  given.    This  so  darks 

In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks* 

That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 

A  present  murderet  does  prepare 

For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 

Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 

The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead, 

Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead ; 

And  curs'd  Dionyza  hath 

The  pregnant'  instrument  of  wrath 

Prest*  for  this  blow.    The  unborn  event 

I  do  commend  to  your  content : 

Only  I  carry  winged  time 

Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme ; 

Which  never  could  I  so  convey. 

Unless  your  thoughts  went  on  my  way. — 

Dionyza  does  appear. 

With  Leonine,  a  murderer.  [£rtf . 

SCENE  I. 

Tharsus.     An  open  Place  near  the  Sea-hhore. 
Enter  Dionyza  ami  Leonine. 

Dion.  Thy  oath  remember;  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  iti 
Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known. 
Thou  canst  not  do  a  thing  i'the  world  so  soon, 

•  —  ricordf— ]  i.  e.  Singt,    To  maxTd  anciently  signified  to  ffi^. 
P  Vail — ]  L  e.  Bow,  do  homag$, 

^  — -  abtolut€ — ]  i.  e.  Highly  aeetnapliihed,  petftet, 
'  —  ffngfuaa — ]  i.  e.  Prepared,  inttructed. 

•  Prett^l  i.  e.  lUady ;  pr^r,  Fr. 
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To  yield  thee  so  much  profit.    Let  not  conscience^ 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflame  love  in  thy  bosom. 
Inflame  too  nicely ;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off*,  melt  thee,  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

Leon,  ni  do*t ;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  creature. 

Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  gods  should  have  her. 
Here 

Weeping  she  comes  for  her  old  nurse's  death. 
Thou  art  resolv'd  ? 

Leon.  I  am  resolv'd. 

Enter  Mabina,  toith  a  Basket  of  Flowers^ 

Mar.  No,  no,  I  will  rob  Tellus  of  her  weed. 
To  strew  thy  green  yrith  flowers :  the  yellows,  blues. 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds. 
Shall,  as  a  chaplet,  hang  upon  thy  grave. 
While  summer  days  do  last.     Ah  me !  poor  maid. 
Bom  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died. 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirring  me  from  my  friends.' 

Dion.  How  now,  Marina!  why  do  you  keep  alone? 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  with  you  ?  Do  not 
Consume  your  blood  with  sorrowing :  you  have 
A  nurse  of  me.    Lord !  how  your  favour's  changed* 
With  this  unprofitable  woe !  Come,  come ; 
Give  me  your  wreath  of  flowers,  ere  the  sea  mar  it. 
Walk  forth  with  Leonine ;  the  air  is  quick  there,* 
Piercing,  and  sharpens  well  the  stomach.     Come ; — 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  vdth  her. 

Mar.  No,  I  pray  you ; 
rU  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant. 

Dion.  Come,  come ; 

<  Whirring  me  from  my  fiindtJ]  Whirring  or  uikirryijug,  had  fonnerlj  tha 
same  meaning.  A  bird  tiiat  flies  -wiih  a  quick  motion,  accompanied  with  noise, 
is  said  to  whirr  away. — Maloni. 

" your  faoour'j — ]  i.  e.  CounUnane$,  lock, 

* ere  the  tea  mar  it,  &c.]  i.  e.  Ere  the  sea  mar  ^our  walk  upon  the 

shore  by  the  coming  in  of  the  tide,  walk  there  with  Leonme.  We  see  plainly 
by  the  circmnstance  of  the  pirates,  that  Marina,  when  seised  apon,  was  walk- 
ing on  the  sea>shore ;  and  Bhakspeare  was  not  likely  to  reflect  that  there  if 
little  or  no  tide  in  the  Mediterranean. — Charlbmont. 
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I  love  the  king  your  father  and  yomTstkf, 
With  more  than  foreign  heart  J    We  every  diqr 
Expect  him  here  :  when  he  shall  conies  and  find 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports/  thus  blasted. 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  this  great  voyage ; 
Blame  both  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have  ta'en 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.    Oo,  I  pray  yon. 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again ;  reserve 
That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.    Care  not  for  me ; 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go ; 

But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour.  Leonine,  at  the  least ; 
Remember  what  I  have  said, 

Leon.  I  warrant  you,  madam. 

Dion,  ni  leave  you,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a  while ; 
Pray  you  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood : 
What !  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar.  Thanks,  sweet  madam.— 

[JSn^  DlaON.TZA. 

Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blowfi  ? 

Leon.  South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  bom,  the  wind  was  north. 

Leon.  *  Was'tao? 

Mar*  My  father,  as  nurse  said,*did  never  fear. 
But  cryM  good  seamen!  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  Jungly  hands  with  hauling  of  the  ropes  : 
And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  emdur'd  a  sea 
That  almost  burst  the  deck,  and  from  the  ladder-tackle 
Wash'd  off  a  canvas-climber:*  Ha!  says  one. 
Wilt  cut  ?  and  with  a  dropping  industry. 
They  skip  from  stem  to  stem :  the  boatswain  whistles. 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  confusion. 

y  With  mor$  than  foreign  heart.^  With  the  vame  wanntfa  of  .afleetion  as  if  I 
^ras  his  com  try  woman. — Ma  lows. 

■  Our  pamgan  to  all  reporu,!  Our  (ait  charge^  whoso  bomty  was  oaee  efmml 
to  ill  that  fame  said  of  iti^-MALONs. 

^    *  — —  eamm-cHmber:}  i.  e.  A  tfujhboy.  A  eatiiNif-climber  is  one  who  cUmhs  tlie 
mMMt,  to  fail,  or  unfuYl,  the  canvas  or  sat/s. 
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Leon.  And  when  was  this? 

Mar.  It  was  when  I  was  born  : 

Never  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent. 

Le(m.  Come>  say  your  prayers  speedily. 

Mar.  What  mean  you? 

Lean,  if  you  require  a  little  space  for  prayer^ 
I  grant  it :  Pray  ;  but  be  not  tedious. 
For  the  gods  are  quick  of  ear,  and  I  am  sworn 
To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Why,  will  you  kill  me  ? 

Leon.  To  satisfy  miy  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  ine  kiird  ? 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life ; 
I  never  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn 
To  any  living  creature :  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  killM  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly : 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will, 
But-I  wept  for  it.    How  have  I  offended. 
Wherein  my  death  might  yield  her  profit,  or 
My  life  imply  her  danger  ? 

Leon.  My  commission 

Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Mar.  You  will  not  do't  for  all  the  florid,  I  hope. 
You  are  well-favour'd,  and  your  looks  foreshow 
You  have  a  gentle  heart.     I  saw  you  lately, 
When'you  caught  hurt  in  parting  two  that  fought; 
Good  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you ;  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life ;  come  you  between. 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Le6n.  I  am  sworn. 

And  will  despatch. 

Enter  Pirates,  wfdbt  Marina  is  itruggUng. 

1  Pirate.  Hold,  villain  !  [Leonine  runs  away. 

2  Pirate.  A  prize !  a  prize ! 

3  Pirate.  Half-part,  mates,  half-part.     Come,  let's  have 
her  aboard  suddenly.  [Exeunt  Pirates  with  MaiTina. 
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SCENE  11. 
The  same. 

Re-enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  These    roving   thieyes   serve   the  great  pirate 
Valdes ; 
And  they  have  seiz'd  Marina.     Let  her  go : 
There's  no  hope  she'll  return.    Til  swear  she's  dead. 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — But  I'll  see  further ; 
Perhaps  they  will  but  please  themselves  upon  her« 
Not  carry  her  aboard.     If  she  remain. 
Whom  they  have  ravish'd,  must  by  me  be  slain.      [£xt^. 

SCENE  III. 
Mitylene.    A  Room  in  a  Brothel. 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pond.  Boult 

Boult.  Sir. 

Pand.  Search  the  market  narrowly ;  Mityline  is  full  of 
gallants.  We  lost  too  much  money  this  mart,  by  being 
too  wenchless. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  creatures.  We 
have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can  do  no  more  than  they 
can  do ;  and  vnth  continual  action  are  even  as  good  as 
rotten. 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  fresh  ones,  whate'er  we  pay 
for  them.  If  there  be  not  a  conscience  to  be  us'd  in  eyery 
trade,  we  shall  never  prosper. 

Bawd.  Thou  say'st  true :  'tis  not  the  bringing  up 
of  poor  bastards,  as  I  think,  I  have  brought  up  some 
eleven • 

Boult.  Ay,  to  eleven,  and  brought  them  down  again. 
But  shall  I  search  die  market  ? 

Bawd.  What  else,  man  ?  The  stuff  we  have,  a  strong 
wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are  so  pitifully  sodden. 

Pand.  Thou  say'st  true ;  they  are  too  unwholesomt  * 
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o'conscience.    The  poor  TransylvaniaQ  is  dead,  that  lay 
with  the  little  baggage. 

BouU.  Ay,  she  quickly  poop'd  him ;  she  made  him 
roast  meat  for  worms : — ^but  Til  go  search  the  market. 

[Eri^  BouLT* 

Pond.  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were  as  pretty 
a  proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  so  give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you  ?  is  it  a  shame 
to  get  when  we  are  old  ?  ' 

Pand.  O,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the  commodity; 
nor  the  commodity  wages  not  with  the  danger  ;^  therefore, 
if  in  our  youths  we  could  pick  up  some  pretty  estate,  'twere 
not  amiss  to  keep  our  door  hatch'd.  Besides,  the  sore 
terms  we  stand  upon  with  the  gods,  will  be  strong  with 
us  for  the  giving  over. 

Bawd.  Come,  other  sorts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Pand.  As  well  as  we !  ay,  and  better  too ;  we  offend 
worse.  Neither  is  our  profession  any  trade ;  it's  no  calling: 
— but  here  comes  Boult. 

Enter  the  Pirates,  and  Boult,  dragging  in  Marina. 

Boult.  Come  your  ways.  [To  Marina.] — My  masters, 
you  say  she's  a  virgin  ? 

1  Pirate.  O,  sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Master,  I  have  gone  thorough^  for  this  piece, 
you  see :  if  you  like  her,  so ;  if  not,  I  have  lost  my 
earnest. 

Bawd.  Boult,  has  she  any  qualities  ? 

Boult.  She  has  a  good  face,  speaks  well,  and  has  excel- 
lent good  clothes ;  there's  no  further  necessity  of  quali- 
ties can  make  her  be  refused. 

Bawd.  What's  her  price,  Boult? 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a  thousand  pieces. 

Pond.  Well,  follow  me,  my  masters ;  you  shall  have 
your  money  presently.  Wife,  take  her  in ;  instruct  her 
what  she  has  to  do,  that  she  may  not  be  raw^  in  her  enter- 
tainment. [Exeunt  Pan der  and  Pirates. 

b  ._  xoaga  net  wUh  tht  danger  ;]  i.  e.  1$  not  equal  to, 

« I  have  gone  thcroughr^'}  i  «.  I  have  hid  a  high  price  for  her;  gone  far 

in  my  attempt  to  purdiase  her. 

*  — ^  rawH^'\  I.  e.  Unripe,  unikifful. 

VOL.   VII.  2  o 
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Bawd.  Boult,  taka  yon  the  marks  of  her;,  the  oolmur  of 
her  hair»  complexion,  height,  age,  with  warrtnt  of  her  nt^ 
ginity :  and  cry.  He  that  wUl  give  mo^i,  shall  have  hirjbrtt. 
Such  a  maidenhead  were  no  cheap  thing,  if  men  were  as 
they  have  been.    Get  this  done  as  I  command  you. 

Bouli.  Performance  shall  follow.  ^Exit  Boult. 

Mar.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so  slow ! 
(He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke ;)  or  that  these  pirates, 
(Not  enough  barbarous,)  had  not  oyerboard 
Thrown  me,  to  seek  my  mother! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one  ? 

Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 

Bawd.  Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part  in  you. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not. 

Bawd.  You  are  lit  into  my  hands,  where  yoa  are  like  to 
lire. 

Mar.  The  more  my  fault,* 
To  'scape  his  hands,  where  I  was  like  to  die. 

Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 

Mar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed,  shall  you,  and  taste  gentlemen  of 
all  fashions.  You  shall  fSeure  well;  you  shall  have  the 
difference  of  all  complexions.  What !  do  yon  stop  yonr 
ears? 

Mar.  Are  you  a  woman  ? 

Bawd.  What  would  you  have  me  be,  an  I  be  not  a 
woman? 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 

Bawd.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling :  I  think  I  shall  have 
something  to  do  with  you.  Come,  you  are  a  young  foolish 
sapling,  and  must  be  bowed  as  I  would  have  you. 

Mar.  The  gods  defend  me  ! 

Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  you  by  men,  then 
men  must  comfort  you,  men  must  feed  you,  men  must  stir 
you  up. — Boult's  returned. 

Enttr  BouLT. 
Now,  sir,  hast  thou  cried  her  through  the  market? 

•  ..—  my/atti(|]  i.  6.  My  mirfartwM.    See  Oifvokd'i  ICwhfW,  vol.  ii» 
p.  98. 
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Baidi*  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  number  of  her 
hairs ;  I  have  drawn  her  picture  with  my  voice. 

£awd.'  And  I  pr'ythee  tell  me«  how  dost  thou  find  the 
inclination  of  the  people^  especially  of  the  younger  sort  ? 
Boult.  Taith  they  listened  to  me,  as  they  would  have 
hearkened  to  their  father's  testament.  There  was  a  Spa- 
niard's mouth  so  watered,  that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very 
description. 

Bawd.  We  shall  have  him  here  to-morrow  with  his  best 
ruff  on. 

Bault.  To-night^  to-night.    But,  mistress,  do  you  know 
the  French  knight  that  cowers'  i'the  hams  ? 
Bawd.  Who  ?  monsieur  Veroles  ? 
Bouli.  Ay;  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  proclama* 
tion ;  but  he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and  swore  he  would  see 
her  to-morrow .« 

Bawd.  Well,  well ;  as  for  him,  he  brought  his  disease 
hither ;  here  he  does  but  repair  it.  I  know,  he  will  come 
in  our  shadow,  to  scatter  his  crowns  in  the  sun. 

Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  nation  a  traveller,  we 
should  lodge  them  with  this  sign.^ 

Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  awhile.  You  have  for- 
tunes coming  upon  you.  Mark  me ;  you  must  seem  to 
do  that  fearfully,  which  you  commit  willingly ;  to  despise 
profit,  where  you  have  most  gain.  To  weep  that  you  live 
as  you  do,  makes  pity  in  your  lovers :  Seldom,  but  that 
pity  begets  you  a  good  opinion,  and  that  opinion  a  mere' 
profit. 

Mar.  I  understand  you  not. 

Boult.  O,  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her  home :  these 
blushes  of  her's  must  be  quenched  with  some  present 
practice. 

Bawd.  Thou  say'st  true,  'faith,  so  they  must :  for  your 

t       ,    cowir$ — ]  i.  e.  Sinks  by  the  binding  of  the  hamt. 

f he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the  yroctanatian  ;  but  he  meide  m  groan  at  it, 

and  twore  he  ioou  Id  see  her  to-marroto.^  If  there  were  no  other  proof  of  Sl]Ak8peafe|s 
hand  in  this  piece,  this  admirable  stroke  of  humour  would  furnish  decisive  evi- 
dence of  it. — Malonb. 

b we  should  lodge  them  vith  this  sign,]  If  a  traveller  from  ever^  part  of 

the  globe  were  to  assemble  in  Mitylene,  they  would  all  resort  to  this  house, 
while  we  had  such  a  sign  to  it  as  tms  virgin. — Malone. 

'  «-—  mere — ]  i.  e.  AbsoltUe,  certain. 

2o2 
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bride  goes  to  that  with  shame,  which  is  her  way  to  go  with 
warrant. 

BquU.  Taith  some  do>  and  some  do  not.  But,  mistress, 
if  I  have  bargained  for  the  joint, 

Bawd*  Thou  may'st  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit. 

Bouh.  I  may  so. 

Bawd.  Who  should  deny  it  ?  Come,  young  one,  I  like 
the  manner  of  your  garments  well. 

Boult,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  be  changed  yet. 

Bawd.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town:  report  what 
a  sojourner  we  have:  you'll  lose  nothing  by  custom. 
When  nature  framed  this  piece,  she  meant  thee  a  good 
turn ;  therefore  say  what  a  paragon  she  is,  and  thou  hast 
the  harvest  out  of  thine  own  report. 

Boult.  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder  shall  not  so 
awake  the  beds  of  eels,J  as  my  giving  out  her  beauty  stir  up 
the  lewdly  inclined.     I'll  bring  home  some  to-night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways;  follow  me. 

Mar.  If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp,  or  waters  deep. 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  keep. 
Diana,  aid  my  purpose ! 

Bawd.  What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana  ?  Pray  you, 
will  you  go  with  us  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Tharsus.     A  Room  in  Cleon's  House. 

Enter  Cleon  and  Dionyza. 

Dion.  Why,  are  you  foolish  ?  Can  it  be  undone  ? 

Cle.  O  Dionyza,  such  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon ! 

Dion.  I  think 

You'll  turn  a  child  again. 

Cle.  Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  the  spacious  world, 
Pd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.     O  lady. 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  princess 

i •  thunder  nhall  not  to  awake  the  bed*  of  ee/i,]  Thimder  is  not  suppoted 

to  haye  an  effect  on  fish  in  general*  but  on  eels  only,  which  are  rooaed  bj  it 
from  the  mud,  and  are  theiefoT«  moie  eaailY  taken.— Whallbt. 
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To  equal  any  single  crown  o'the  earthy 

I'the  justice  of  compare !  O  villain  Leonine* 

Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too ! 

If  thou  hadst  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kindness 

Becoming  well  thy  feat  :^  what  canst  thou  say, 

When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  ? 

Dion.  That  she  is  dead.     Nurses  are  not  the  fates. 
To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve. 
She  died  by  night;  I'll  say  so.    Who  can  cross  it? 
Unless  you  play  the  impious  innocent,^ 
And  for  an  honest  attribute,  cry  out. 
She  died  befoul  play. 

Cle.  O,  go  to.    Well,  well. 

Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst. 

Dion.  Be  one  of  those,  that  think 

The  pretty  wrens  of  Tharsus  will  fly  hence. 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.     I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are. 
And  of  how  cow'd  a  spirit. 

C/e.  To  such  proceeding 

Who  ever  but  his  approbation  added. 
Though  not  his  pre-consent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so  then  : 

Yet  none  does  know,  but  you,  how  she  came  dead. 
Nor  none  can  know.  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  None  would  look  on  her. 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face ; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  held  a  malkin. 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day."     It  pierced  me  thorough. 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural. 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find, 

^ f$at :]  ue.Cfa  p'uee  with  tJuregtrftht  tapUit. — M.  Maion. 

1 impwui  innocent^  She  calls  him,  an  tmpiouf  nmplttom,  becaiue  such  a 

ducorery  would  touch  the  life  of  one  of  hia  own  family,  hia  wife.    An  tRNOotiU 
waa  formerly  a  conunon  appellation  for  an  idiot— Ma  lonb. 

" a  malkin. 

Not  wfrth  thi  time  of  day.]  A  ttaOdn  is  a  coarse  wench.  Not  toorth  th§ 
thnt  of  day,  is,  not  worth  a  good  day,  or  good  morrow ;  undaserring  the  most 
common  and  usual  salutation^— Stibveits. 
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It  greets  me,*  as  aa  enterprize  of  kindness^ 
Performed  to  your  sole  daughter, 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  it ! 

Dion.  And  as  for  Pericles, 
What  should  he  say  ?  We  wept  after  her  hearse. 
And  even  yet  we  mourn :  her  monument 
Is  almost  finished,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her^  and  care  in  us. 
At  whose  expence  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  harpy. 

Which,  to  betray,  doth  wear  an  angel's  face. 
Seize  with  an  eagle's  talons. 

Dion.  You  are  like  one,  that  superstitiously 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods,  that  winter  kills  the  flies  ; 
But  yet  I  know  you'll  do  as  I  advise.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Gower,  before  the  Monument  of  Mabina,  at 

Tharsus. 

Gow.  Thus  time  we  waste,  and  longest  leagues 
make  short ; 
Sail  seas  in  cockles,  have,  and  wish  but  for't; 
Making,  (to  take  your  imagination,) 
From  bourn  to  bourn,*'  region  to  region. 
By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime 
To  use  one  language,  in  each  several  clime. 
Where  our  scenes  seem  to  live.    I  do  beseech  you. 
To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'the  gaps  to  teach  you 
The  stages  of  our  story.     Pericles 
Is  now  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas, 
(Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knight,) 
To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  life's  delight. 
Old  Escanes,  whom  Helicanus  late 
Advanc'd  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 

■  It  grttU  hm,] — ^may  mean,  it  p/aoMt  mi,  c'est  i  mon  gr^.  Itgnet  be  nicd 
in  it!  ordinary  sense  of  tainting  or  oMfHii^  wi^  itrngnOiuMtiaM,  H  m  fovely  a 
rtxj  hanh  phraie. — Maloi* e. 

*  MtJdng,  (to  tah§  your  imogitmtiom,) 
From  bourn  to  bourn,']  MtMng,  &c.  if  trayeUine  (with  tlM  hope  of  flagagiag 
your  attention)  trora,  one  diyision  or  boundary  of  the  world  to  anothar;  t.  e.  w« 
hope  to  interest  yo«  by  the  yariety  of  our  scene,  and  the  different  oe«itriee 
Armteh  which  we  pursue  our  story.    We  still  use  a  phrase  eiactly 
ing  with  taki  your  imogiaation  \  \.  e.  taks  ^our  fmc^).— %tvi.^imii«. 
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Is  left  to  govern.     Bea^  yOu  it  id  rnind^ 

Old  Helioanus  goeft  along  behind. 

Well-sailing  ships^  and  bounteous  winds,  have 

brought 
This  king  to  Tharsus,  (think  lu0  pilot  thought ; 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  jour  thoughts  grow  on^) 
To  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  i»  gone. 
Like  motes  and  shadows  see  them  move  awhiU; 
Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  I'll  reconcile. 

thimb  show. 

Enter,  at  one  door,  Pbriclbs  with  his  Train;  Clbon  and 
DioNYZA  at  the  other.  Cleon  shows  Pericles  the 
Tomb  o/*  Marina;  tc;Aerea/ Pericles  makes  lamenta- 
tion, puts  on  Sackcloth,  and  in  a  mighty  passion  departs. 
Then  Cleon  and  Dionyia  retire. 

Gow.  See  how  belief  may  suffer  by  foul  show ; 
This  borrowed  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe;^ 
And  Pericles^  in  sorrow  all  devour'^d. 
With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears  o'er- 

showYd, 
Leaves  Tharsus,  and  again  embarks.    He  swears 
Never  to  wash  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs ; 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.    He  bears, 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel^  tears, 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.    Now  please  you  wit' 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ 
By  wicked  Dionyza. 

iReads  the  Inscription  on  Marina's  Monument. 
The  fairest,  sweetest,  and  best,  lies  here. 
Who  withered  in  her  spring  of  year. 
She  was  of  Tyrw,  the  king^s  dttaghter. 
Of  whom  foul  death  hath  made  this  slaughter; 
Marina  was  she  calVd;  and  at  her  birth, 
Thetis,  being  proud,  swallowed  some  part  oHhe  earth, 

P  '^-■^^fffr  trru  9H  woe ;]  i.  e.  For  inch  taan  af  were  ihied  when,  the  world 
being  in  its  infancy,  dissimulation  was  unknown.  All  poetical  writers  .are 
willmg  to  persaade  themselves  that  sincerity  expired  with  the  first  ages.-» 
Stievbms. 

q  _  mortal  veuil — ]  i.  e.  Hit  body* 

t NowpUoH  you  wic— ]  i.  e^  if$w  h$  pUatid  to  foioif. 
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Therrfare  the  earth,  fearing  to  be  o'erfioufd. 

Hath  Thetis'  biHh-ckUd  on  the  heavens  beUow'd: 

Wherefore  she  does,  (and  swears  she'll  never  stint,*) 

Make  ragii^  battery 'Upon  shores  ofJUni. 

No  visor  doth  become  black  Tillainy, 

So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 

Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter's  dead. 

And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 

By  lady  fortune ;  while  our  scenes  display^ 

His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  well-a-day. 

In  her  unholy  service.    Patience  then. 

And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mitylen.  [JEzd. 

SCENE  V. 
Mitylene.    A  Street  before  the  Brothel. 

Enter,  from  the  Brothel,  Ttoo  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Did  you  ever  hear  the  like? 

2  Gent.  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a  place  aa  this, 
she  being  once  gone. 

1  Gent.  But  to  have  divinity  preached  there  !  did  you 
ever  dream  of  such  a  thing  ? 

2  Gent.  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more  bawdy- 
houses  :  Shall  we  go  hear  the  vestals  sing  ? 

1  Gent,  ril  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous;  but  I 
am  out  of  the  road  of  rutting,  for  ever.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL 
The  same.     A  Room  in  the  Brothel. 

Enter  Pandee,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pond.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the  worth  of  her, 
she  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Bawd.  Fyci  fye  upon  her ;  she  is  able  to  freeze  the  god 
Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  generation.  We  must  either 
get  her  ravished,  or  be  rid  of  her.  When  she  should  do 
for  clients  her  fitment,  and  do  me  the  kindness  oi  our 

•  —  liiiU,^  \.e.  C«fMC, 
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profession,  she  has  me  her  quirks,  her  reasons,  her  mas- 
ter-reasons, her' prayers,  her  knees;  that  she  would  make 
a  puritan  of  the  devil,  if  he  should  cheapen  a  kiss  of  her. 

Boult.  'Faith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  she'll  disfumish  us 
of  all  our  cavaliers,  and  make  all  our  swearers  priests. 

Pand.  Now,  the  pox  upon  her  green-sickness  for  me ! 

Bawd.  'Faith,  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  on't,  but  by  the 
way  to  the  pox.  Here  comes  the  lord  Lysimachus,  dis- 
guised. ^ 

BouU.  We  should  have  both  lord  and  lown,  if  the 
peevish  baggage  would  but  give  way  to  customers. 

^Enter  Lysimachus.    . 

Lys.  How  now  ?  How  a  dozen  of  virginities  ? 

Bawd.  Now,  the  gods  to-bless  your  honour ! 

BouU.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good  health. 

Ijys.  You  may  so  ;  'tis  the  better  for  you  that  your  re- 
sorters  stand  upon  sound  legs.  How  now,  wholesome 
iniquity?  Have  you  that  a  man  may  deal  withal,  and  defy 
the  surgeon? 

Bawd.  We  have  here  one,  sir,  if  she  would ^but 

there  never  came  her  like  in  Mitylene. 

Lys.  If  she'd  do  the  deeds  of  darkness,  thou  would'st 
say. 

Bawd.  Your  honour  knows  what  'tis  to  say,  well 
nough. 

Lys.  Well ;  call  forth,  call  forth. 

BouU.  For  flesh  and  blood,  sir,  white  and  red,  you 
shall  see  a  rose ;  and  she  were  a  rose  indeed,  if  she  had 
but 

Ia/s.  What,  pr'ythee  ? 

BouU.  Of  sir,  I  can  be  modest. 

Tjys.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  bawd,  no  less  than 
it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number  to  be  chaste. 

Enter  Marina. 

Bawd.  Here  comes  that  which  grows  to  the  stalk  ; — 
never  plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you.  Is  she  not  a  fair 
creature  ? 
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Ly$,  'Faith,  the  would  senre  mftar  a  long  voyage  at  iea. 

WeU«  there's  for  7oo;-^leaye  ut. 

Bawd.  I  beseech  your  honovur,  give  me  leare :  a  word« 
and  I'll  hare  done  presently. 

Ly$,  I  beseech  you»  do« 

Bawd.  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  this  is  an  bodour- 
able  man.  [To  Marina,  whom  ike  taka  anidt. 

Mar.  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may  worthily  note 
him. 

Bawd.  Next,  he's  the  governor  of  this  country,  and  a 
man  whom  I  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are  bound  to  him 
indeed ;  but  how  honourable  he  is  in  that,  I  know  not. 

Bawd.  'Pray  you,  without  any  more  virginal  fencing, 
will  you  use  him  kindly?  He  will  line  your  apron  with 
gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously,  I  will  thankfully  re- 
ceive. 

Lys.  Have  you  done  ? 

Bawd.  My  lord,  she's  not  paced  yet ;  you  must  take 
some  pains  to  work  her  to  your  manage.  Come,  we  will 
leave  his  honour  and  her  together. 

[Exeunt  Bawd,  Pander,  and  Boult. 

Lys.  Go  thy  ways. — Now,  pretty  one,  how  long  have 
you  been  at  this  trade  ? 

Mar.  What  trade,  sir? 

Lys.  What  I  cannot  name  but  I  shall  offend. 

Mar.  I  cannot  be  offended  vnth  my  trade*  Pleoae  you 
to  name  it. 

Lys.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profession? 

Mar.  Ever  since  I  can  remember. 

Lys.  Did  you  go  to  it  so  young  ?  Were  you  a  gamester 
at  five,  or  at  seven  ?* 

Mar.  Earlier  too,  sir,  if  now  I  be  one. 

Lys.  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in,  proclaims  you  to 
be  a  creature  of  sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  house  to  be  a  place  of  such 
resort,  and  will  come  into  it?  I  hear  say,  you  are  of  ho* 
nourable  parts,  and  are  the  governor  of  Uiis  place* 
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1^8.  Why»  hath  jour  principal  made  knoWA  unto  you 
who  I  am? 

Mar.  Who  is  my  principal? 

Lys.  Why,  your  herb-woman :  she  that  seta  seeds  and 
roots  of  shame  and  iniquity.  O,  you  have  heard  some- 
thing of  my  power,  and  so  stand  aloof  for  more  serious 
wooing.  But  I  protest  to  thee,  pretty  one,  my  authority 
shall  not  see  thee,  or  else,  look  friendly  upon  thee.  Come, 
bring  me  to  some  private  place.    Come,  come. 

Mar.  If  you  were  bom  to  honour,  show  it  now ; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

L^s.  How^s  this  ?  how^s  this  ?— Some  more  ;^-be  sage. 

Mar.  For  me. 
That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 
Hath  plac'd  me  here  within  this  loathsome  stie. 
Where,  since  I  came,  diseases  hare  been  sold 
Dearer  than  physick, — O  that  the  good  gods 
Would  set  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place. 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meanest  bird 
That  flies  i'the  purer  air ! 

Lj/8.  I  did  not  think 

Thou  could'st  have  spoke  so  well  ^  ne^er  dreamed  thou 

could'st. 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind. 
Thy  speech  had  altered  it.    Hold,  here's  gold  for  thee : 
Pers6ver  still  in  that  clear  way  thou  goest. 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee ! 

Mar*  The  gods  preserve  you ! 

Lys.  For  me,  be  you  thoughten 

That  I  came  with  no  ill  intent:  for  to  me 
The  very  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 
Farewell.    Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
I  doubt  not  but  thy  training  hath  been  noble. — 
Hold ;  here's  more  gold  for  thee. — 
A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief. 
That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness  \  If  thou  hear'st  from  me. 
It  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

lAs  Ltsimachus  ispuiting  up  his  Purse, 
BovLT  CHiera. 
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Bouiti  I  beseech  your  honour^  one  piece  for  me. 

Lys.  Avaunt,  thou  damned  door-keeper !  Your  house. 
But  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it  up. 
Would  sink,  and  overwhelm  you  all.    Away ! 

lExit  Lysimachus. 

Boult,  How's  this  ?  We  must  take  another  course  with 
you.  If  your  peevish  chastity,  which  is  not  worth  a  break- 
fast in  the  cheapest  country  under  the  cope,"  shall  undo 
a  whole  household,  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  spaniel.  Come 
your  ways. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

Boult.  I  must  have  your  maidenhead  taken  off,  or  the 
common  hangman  shall  execute  it.  Come  your  way. 
Well  have  no  more  gentlemen  driven  away.  Come  your 
ways,  I  say. 

Re-enter  Bawd. 

Bawd.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter? 

Boult.  Worse  and  worse,  mistress ;  She  has  here  spoken 
holy  words  to  the  lord  Lysimachus. 

JSawd.  O  abominable ! 

Boult.  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were  to  stink 
afore  the  face  of  the  gods. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  ever ! 

Boult.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with  her  like  a 
nobleman^  and  she  sent  him  away  as  cold  as  a  snow-ball; 
saying  his  prayers  too. 

Bawd.  Boult,  take  her  away ;  use  her  at  thy  pleasure : 
crack  the  glass  of  her  virginity,  and  make  the  rest  mal- 
leable. 

Boult.  An  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of  ground  than 
she  is,  she  shall  be  ploughed. 

Mar.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods  ! 

Bawd.  She  conjures  :  away  with  her.  Would  she  had 
never  come  within  my  doors !  Marry  hang  you  !  She's 
bom  to  undo  us.  WUl  you  not  go  the  way  of  women- 
kind  ?  Marry  come  up,  my  dish  of  chastity  with  rosemary 
and  bays !'  [Exit  Bawd. 

■ undsr  th§  copei]  i.  «•  Undtr  the  eept  or  covering  of  hmvin. 

*  —  Mjf  diek  of  choitit^  wUK  rowmori)  oMd  ba^ir\  Ksooaid^  many  dithet  wen 
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BouU.  Come,  mistress ;  come  your  way  with  me. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me? 

JBouU.  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold  so  dear. 

Mar.  Pr'ythee,  tell  me  one  thing  first. 

Boult.  Come,  now,  your  one  thing. 

Mar.  What  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to  be? 

Boult.  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  master,  or  ra- 
ther, my  mistress. 

Mar.  Neither  of  these  are  yet  so  bad  as  thou  art. 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,  for  which  the  pained'st  fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change  : 
Thou'rt  the  damn'd  door-keeper  to  every  coystreU 
That  hither  comes  enquiring  for  his  tib;' 
To  the  cholerick  fisting  of  each  rogue  thy  ear 
Is  liable ;  thy  very  food  is  such 
As  hath  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 

Boult,  Wliat  would  you  have  me  ?  go  to  the  wars,  would 
you  ?  where  a  man  may  serve  seven  years  for  the  loss  of 
a  leg,  and  have  not  money  enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him 
a  wooden  one  ? 

Mar.  Do  any  thing  but  this  thou  doest.     Empty 
Old  recepticles,  common  sewers,  of  filth : 
Serve  by  indenture  to  the  common  hangman ; 
Any  of  these  ways  are  better  yet  than  this : 
For  that  which  thou  professest,  a  baboon,' 
Could  he  but  speak,  would  own  a  name  too  dear. 

0  that  the  gods  would  safely  from  this  place 
Deliver  me!  Here,  here  is  gold  for  thee. 

If  that  thy  master  would  gain  ought  by  me. 
Proclaim  that  I  can  sing,  weave,  sew,  and  dance, 
With  other  virtues,  which  I'll  keep  from  boast; 
And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teach. 

1  doubt  not  but  this  populous  city  will 
Yield  many  scholars. 

Boult.  But  can  you  teach  all  this  you  speak  of? 

MTved  up  with  this  garniture,  during  the  season  of  Christmas.    The  bawd 
means  to  call  her  a  piece  of  ostentatious  virtue. — Stibvkns. 

' eayttrel]  i.  e.  A  wine  veael  here  used  for  a  drunken  fiUew, 

'  —  tib;'\  A  cant  name  for  a  ttrumpet. 
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Mar.  Profve  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home  again. 
And  prostitute  me  to  the  basest  groom 
That  doth  frequent  your  house. 

Boult.  Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for  tbeei  it  I  can 
place  thee,  I  will. 

Mar.  But,  amongst  honeat  women? 

BouU.  Taith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little  amongst  them. 
But  since  my  master  and  my  mistress  have  bought  you, 
there's  no  going  but  by  their  consent;. therefore  I  will 
make  them  acquainted  with  your  purpose,  and  I  doubt  not 
but  I  shall  find  them  tractable  enough.  Come,  FU  do  for 
thee  what  I  can ;  come  your  ways.  [Extimi. 


ACT  V. 

Enter  Goweb. 

Gow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  'scapes,  and  chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  story  says. 
She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dances 
As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays : 
Deep  clerks  she  dumbs ;  and  with  her  neeld*  com- 
poses 
Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,  branch,  or  berry ; 
That  eren  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses ; 
Her  inkle,**  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  ch^ry : 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race. 
Who  pour  their  beauty  on  her ;  and  her  gain 
She  gives  the  cursed  bawd.    Here  we  her  place; 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again. 
Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.    We  there  him  lost; 
Whencei  driven  before  the  winds,  he  is  arrir'd 
Here  where  his  daughter  dwells ;  and  on  this  coast 
Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.     The  city  striv'd 
God  Neptune*s  annual  feast  to  keep :  frcmi  whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tyrian  ship  espies, 

• tMfid— 1  i.  e.  NetdU. 

^ iMtt]  A  particular  kind  olcrffiPc2  or  i0or#t«ilwi A  wkichlAdiMwoiktd 

iOWn§t  te— OTBBVBNt. 
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Hit  banners  Bable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expen«e ; 
And  to  him  in  his  barge  with  ferrour  hiee. 
In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight; 
Of  heavy  Pericles  think  this  the  bark  : 
Where*  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might/ 
Shall  be  discovered ;  please  you,  sit,  and  hark.  [£rt/. 

SCENE  I. 

On  board  Pericles'  Ship,  off  Mitylene.  A  close  FamiHon 
on  deck,  with  a  Cttrtain  before  it;  Pericles  within  it,  re- 
clined on  a  Couch.  A  Barge  lying  beside  the  Tyrian 
Vessel. 

Enter  Two  Sailors,  one  belonging  to  the  Tyrian  Vessel^  the 
othmr  to  the  Barge  ;  to  them  Helicanus. 

Tyr.  Sail.  Where's  the  lord  Helicanus  ?  he  can  resolve 
you.  [To  the  Sailor  of  Mitylene. 

O  here  he  is. 

Sir,  there's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mitylene, 

And  in  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor. 

Who  craves  to  come  aboard.    What  is  your  will? 

Hel.  That  he  have  his.    Call  up  some  gentlemen. 

Tyr.  Sail.  Ho,  gentlemen!  my  lord  calls. 

■ 

Enter  Two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent.  Doth  your  lordship  call  ? 
Hel.  Gentlemen, 
There  is  some  of  worth  would  come  aboard  ;  I  pray  you. 
To  greet  them  fairly. 

[TAe  Gentlemen  and  the  Two  Sailors  descend,  and  go 
on  board  the  Barge. 

Enter,  from  thence,  Lysimachus  and  Lords;  lAe  Tyrian 

Gentlemen,  and  the  Two  Sailors* 

Tyr.  Sail.  Sir, 
This  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  you  would. 
Resolve  you. 

c  White,  what  it  dont  in  aetitm,  men,  if  mtght,"]  Whert  all  that  may  bi  dit- 
played  in  aetiony  $haU  he  exhibited  ;  and  wtare  ehould  be  skoum,  ifowr  stage  would 
permit.  The  poet  seeniB  to  be  aware  of  the  difficoky  of  representiDg  the  en- 
•tting  tcene.— Malonb. 
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Lys.  Hail,  reverend  sir!  The  gods  presenre  yoo! 

Hel.  And  you,  sir,  to  out-live  the  age  I  am. 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys.  You  wish  me  well. 

Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  triumphs. 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 
I  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

HeL  First,  sir,  what  is  your  place  ? 

Ltfs.  I  am  governor  of  this  place  you  lie  before. 

Hel.  Sir, 
Our  vessel  is  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  king; 
A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not  spoken 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance. 
But  to  prorogue**  his  grief. 

Lys.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distemperatjire  ? 

Hel,  Sir,  it  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  grief  of  all  springs  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife. 

Lys.  May  we  not  see  him,  then? 

Hel.  You  may  indeed,  sir. 

But  bootless  is  your  sight ;  he  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

Lys.      Yet,  let  me  obtain  ray  wish. 

Hel.  Behold  him,  sir :  [Pericles  discooered.']  this  was 
a  goodly  person. 
Till  the  disaster,  that,  one  mortal  night,* 
Drove  him  to  this. 

Lys.  Sir,  king,  all  hail !  the  gods  preserve  you  !  Hail ! 
Hail,  royal  sir ! 

Hel.  It  is  in  vain ;  he  will  not  speak  to  you. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  we  have  a  maid  in  Mitylene,  I  durst  wager. 
Would  win  some  words  of  him. 

Lys.  Tis  well  bethought. 

She,  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony 
And  other  choice  attractions,  would  allure. 
And  make  a  battery  through  his  deafen'd  parts,^ 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd  : 

^  d to  prorogue — ]  i.  e.  To  lengthen  or  proUmg, 

•  ....^  mortalr—-']  i,  e.  Pemicioiu,  destructive, 
f deafened  ports,^  i.e.  Hu  taru 
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Sho^  all  as  happy  as  of  all  the  fairest. 
Is,  with  her  feUow  maidens,  now  within 
The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

[He  whispers  one  of  the  attendant  Lords. — Exit  Lord, 
in  the  Barge  of  Lysimachus. 

HeL  Sure,  all's  effectless ;  yet  nothing  we'll  omit 
That  bears  recovery's  name.     But,  since  your  kindness 
We  have  stretch'd  thus  far,  let  us  beseech  you  further. 
That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have. 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want^ 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys.  O,  sir,  a  courtesy. 

Which  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  God 
For  every  graff  would  send  a  caterpillar. 
And  so  inflict  our  province. — ^Yet  once  more 
Let  me  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cauie 
Of  your  king's  sorrow. 

HeL  Sit,  sir,  I  will  recount  it  ?-^--r 

But,  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Enter,  from  the  Barge,  Lord,  Marina,  and  a  young  Lady, 

Lys.  O,  here  is 

The  lady  that  I  sent  for.     Welcome,  fair  one ! 
Is't  not  a  goodly  presence  7^ 

HeL  A  gallant  lady* 

Lys.  She's  such,  that  were  I  well  assur'd  she  came 
Of  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock,  I'd  wish 
No  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consists  in  bounty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  ps^tient ; 
If  that  thy  prosperous-artificial  feat 
Can  draw  him  but  to  answer  thee  in  a^ght. 
Thy  sacred  physick  shall  receive  such  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar.  Sir,  I  will  use 

My  utmost  skill  in  his  recovery. 
Provided  none  but  I  and  my  companion 
Be  suffer'd  to  come  near  him. 

9  I^tfUft  a  goodly  pr§mne$T]  ie..Is  the  not beMttfnl  in  hei  tami 

VOL.  vjj.  2  n 
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lAf$.  Come»  let  us  leave  ber; 

And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous !         [Mabina  mgL 

Ia/s.  Mark'd  he  your  musick  ? 

Mar.  No^  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Iy$.  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail,  sir!  my  lord,  lend  ear : 

Per.  Hum!  ha! 

Mar.  I  am  a  maid, 

My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes. 
But  have  been  gaz*d  on,  comet-like :  she  speaks. 
My  lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endured  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  justly  weighed. 
Though  wayward  fortune  did  malign  my  state. 
My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 
Who  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings : 
But  time  hath  rooted  out  my  parentage. 
And  to  the  world  and  aukward^  casualties 
Bound  me  in  servitude. — I  will  desist; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek. 
And  whispers  in  mine  ear.  Go  not  till  he  tpeak,       {AtUe. 

Per.  My  fortunes — ^parentage — good  parentage — 
To  equal  mine  I — ^was  it  not  thus  ?  what  say  you  ? 

Mar.  I  said,  my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my  parentage. 
You  would  not  do  me  violence. 

Per.  I  do  think  so* 

I  pray  you,  turn  your  eyes  again  upon  me. — 
You  are  like  something  that — ^What  countrywoman  ? 
Here  of  these  shores  ? 

Mar.  No,  nor  of  any  shores : 

Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  I  appear. 

Per.  I  am  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver  weeJ>iog. 
My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  siich  a  one 
My  daughter  might  have  been :  my  queen's  square  brows  \ 
Her  stature  to  an  inch ;  as  wand-like  straight ; 
As  silver-voic'd ;  her  eyes  as  jewel-like. 
And  cas'd  as  richly :  in  pace  another  Juno ; 
Who  starves  the  ears  she  feeds,  and  makes  them  hungry^ 
The  more  she  gives  them  speech. — Where  do  you  live? 
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Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger :  from  the  deck 
Xou  may  discern  the  place. 

Per.  Where  were  you  bred? 

And  how  achieved  you  these  endowments^  which 
You  make  more  rich  to  owe  ?* 

Mar.  Should  I  tell  my  history, 

^would  seem  like  lies  disdain'd  in  the  reporting. 

Per.  Pr'ythee  speak : 
Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee,  for  thou  look'st 
Modest  as  justice,  and  thou  seem'st  a  palace 
For  the  crown'd  trath  to  dwell  in :  I'll  believe  thee. 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation^ 
To  points  that  seem  impossible ;  for  thou  look'st . 
Like  one  I  lov'd  indeed.     What  were  thy  friends  ? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  when  I  did  push  thee  back, 
(Which  was  when  I  perceiv'd  thee,)  that  thou  cam'st 
From  good  descending  ? 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  didt 

Per.  Report  thy  parentage.    I  think  thou  said'st 
Thou  hadst  been  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury. 
And  that  thou  thought'st  thy  griefs  might  equal  mine. 
If  both  were  opened. 

Mar.  Some  such  thing  indeed 

I  said,  and  said  no  more  but  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.  Tell  thy  story ; 

If  thine  consider'd  prove  the  thousandth  part 
Of  my  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  suffered  like  a  girl :  yet  thou  dost  look 
Like  Patience,  gazing  on  king's  graves,  and  smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.^    What  were  thy  friends? 
How  lost  thou  them  ?  Thy  name,  my  most  kind  virgin  ? 
Recount,  I  do  beseech  thee :  come,  sit  by  me. 

Mar.  My  name,  ^ir,  is  Marina. 

Per.  O,  I'm  mock'd, 

' to  0IM  7]  L  e.  To  posast.    The  meaning  of  the  compliment  is :  Theie 

endowments,  however  valuable  in  themBelves,  are  heightened  by  being  in  your 
possession.    They  acquire  additional  grace  from  their  owner<--STiiVBNs. 

* ami  smiUnr 

Extremity  cut  o/aet,']  By  her  beanty  and  patient  meekness  disarming  Ca- 
lamity, and  prerenting  hei  nom  using  her  up-lifted  swordL— ^Maloms. 

2h2 
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And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hiihef 

To  make  the  world  laugh  at  me.  ^ 

Mar.  Patience,  good  8ir» 

Or  here  V\\  cease. 

Ptr,  Nay,  FU  be  patient ; 

Thoa  little  know'st  how  thou  dost  startle  me. 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

Mar.  The  name  Marina 

Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power ; 
My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per.  How !  a  king's  daughter  ? 

And  caird  Marina  ? 

Mar.  You  said  you  would  believe  me  ; 

But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
I  will  end  here. 

Per.  But  are  you  flesh  and  blood  ? 

Have  you  a  working  pulse  ?  and  are  no  fairy  X 
No  motion?*  Well ;  speak  on.     Where  were  you  hom? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina? 

Mar.  Call'd  Marina, 

For  I  was  bom  at  sea. 

Per.  At  sea  ?  thy  mother  ? 

Mar.  My  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  king ; 
Who  died  the  very  minute  I  was  born. 
As  my  good  nurse  Lychorida  hath  oft 
Deliver^  weeping. 

Per.  O,  stop  there  a  little ! 

This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  ere  dull  sleep 
Did  mock  sad  fools  withal :  this  cannot  be. 
My  daughter's  buried.  [Aside.']  Well : — where  were  yx)u 

bred? 
Ill  hear  you  more,  to  the  bottom  of  your  story. 
And  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.  You'll  scarce  believe,  me ;  'twere  best  I  did  give 
o'er. 

Per.  I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of  what  you  shall  deliver.    Yet,  give  me  leave : — 
How  came  you  in  these  parts?  where  were  you  bred? 

Mar.  The  king,  my  father,  did  in  Tharsus  leave  me ; 

'  No  ffMtion?]  i  «•  No  puppet  dieM*d  up  to  deceive  aie.— STSsvmjit. 
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Till  cruel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife. 

Did  seek  to  murder  me :  and  having  woo'd 

A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn, 

A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rescued  me ; 

Brought  me  to  Mitylene.     But/  now,  good  sir. 

Whither  will  you  have  me  ?  Why  do  you  weep  ?  It  may  be. 

You  think  me  an  impostor :  no,  good  fidth ; 

I  am  the  daughter  to  king  Pericles, 

If  good  king  Pericles  be. 

Per,  Ho,  Helicanus ! 

HeL    ,  Calls  my  gracious  lord  7 

Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  counsellor. 
Most  wise  in  general:  Tell  me,  if  thou  canst. 
What  this  maid  is,  or  what  is  like  to  be, 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

HeL  I  know  not ;  but 

Here  is  the  regent,  sir,  of  Mitylene, 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

lys.  She  would  never  tell 

Her  parentage ;  being  demanded  that. 
She  would  sit  still  and  weep. 

Per.  O  Helicanus,  strike  me,  honoured  sir ; 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain ; 
Lest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me. 
Overbear  the  shores  of  my  mortality. 
And  drown  me  with  great  sweetness.     O,  come  hither. 
Thou  that  beget'st  him  that  did  thee  beget ; 
Thou  that  wast  bom  at  sea,  buried  at  Tharsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again ! — O  Helicanus, 
Down  on  thy  knees  thank  the  holy  gods,  as  loud 
As  thunder  threatens  us :  This  is  Marina. — 
What  was  thy  mother's  name?  tell  me  but  that. 
For  truth  can  never  be  confirmed  enough. 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep."^ 

Mar.  First,  sir,  I  pray. 

What  is  your  title  ? 

Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre :  but  tell  me  now 
(As  in  the  rest  thou  hast  been  godlike  perfect,) 

■  Though  doubti  did  ever  ileep.]  i.  e.  In  plain  language,  though  nothing  ftur 
■happened  to  anodke  a  9erupU  or  doubt  eoneoming  your  vemeity. — STBSvsNf. 
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My  drown'd  queen^s  name,  thou  art  the  heir  of  kingdoaiSA 
And  another  life  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar.  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter,  than 
To  say  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa  ? 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end. 
The  minute  I  began. 

Ter.  Now  blessing  on  thee,  rise ;  thou  art  my  child. 
Give  me  fresh  garments.    Mine  own  Helicanus, 
(Not  dead  at  Tharsus,  as  she  should  have  beeD> 
By  savage  Cleon,)  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel,  and  justify  in  knowledge^ 
She  is  thy  very  princess. — Who  is  this  ? 

Heh  Sir,  'tis  the  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  melancholy  state. 
Did  come  to  see  you. 

Ter.  I  embrace  you,  sir. 

Give  me  my  robes ;  I  am  wild  in  my  beholding. 
O  heavens  bless  my  girl!  But  hark,  what  miuick?-^ 
Tell  Helicanus,  my  Marina,  tell  him 
O'er,  point  by  point,  for  yet  he  seems  to  doubt. 
How  sure  you  are  my  daughter.— ^But  whatmusick? 

Hel.  My  lord»  I  hear  none. 

'Pet.  None? 
The  musick  of  the  spheres :  list,  my  Marina. 

Xys.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him ;  give  him  way. 

Ter.  Rarest  sounds  \ 
Do  ye  not  hear  ? 

iys.  Musick  ?  My  lord,  I  hear — 

Ttr.  Most  heavenly  musick : 
It  nips  me  unto  list'ning,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  on  mine  eyelids ;  let  me  rest.  \Ht  sleep9^ 

Lys.  A  pillow  for  his  head  ; 
[The  Curtain  before  the  Pavilion  o/*Pericles  u*chsed. 
So  leave  him  all.     Well«  my  companion-friends. 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 
I'U  well  remember  you. 

[Exeunt  I  ysimachus,  Helicanus,  Mabina,  amt 
attendant  Lady. 
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SCENE  IL 

The  same. 

Pericles  on  the  Deck  askq>:'DiAVA  appearing  to  him 

as  in  a  vision. 

Dia.  My  temple  stands  in  Ephesus ;  hie  thee  thither^, 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  together. 
Before  the  people  all. 

Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife :         * 
To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  daughter's,  call. 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life.'' 
Perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv'st  in  woe  : 
Do%  and  be  happy,  by  my  silver  bow. 
Awake,  and  tell  thy  dream.  [Diana  disappears^ 

Per.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  argentine,*" 
I  will  obey  thee ! — Helicanus ! 

Enter  Lysim  achus,  Helicanus,  and  Mabina. 

Hel.  Sir. 

Per.  My  purpose  was  for  Tharsus,  there  to  strike 
The  inhospitable  Cleoo ;  but  I  am 
For  other  service  first :  toward  Ephesus 
Turn  our  blown?  sails  ;  eftsoons  111  tell  thee  why. — 

[To  HELICANXnr. 

Shall  we  refresh  us  sir,  upon  your  shore. 
And  give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need  ? 

lys.  With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and  when  you  come  ashore> 
I  have  another  suit. 

Per.  You  shall  prevail. 

Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lys.  Sir,  lend  your  arm. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  [Exeunt. 

»  JM  ffto9  them  repetitum  to  th$  life.1  i.  e.  Bepeat  your  miflfortones  so  feel- 
ingly ana  so  exactly,  that  the  language  of  your  narration  may  imitate  to  ih» 
life  the  transactions  yon  relate. — ^Maloni. 

• goddiMargenting,1  That  if,  regitit  of  th$  silver  moon.— Maloic«. 

>  blown — ]Le.  5wo{/en. 
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Enter  Ooweh,  before  the  Temple  of  Diana  at  Ephesus. 

Goto.  Now  our  sands  are  almost  run ; 
More  a  little,  and  then  done. 
This,  as  my  last  boon,  giye  me, 
(For  such  kindness  must  relieve  me,) 
That  you  aptly  will  suppose 
What  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  shows. 
What  minstrelsy,  and  pretty  din. 
The  regent  made  in  Mitylin, 
To  greet  the  king.     So  he  has  thrived. 
That  he  is  promised  to  be  wiv'd 
To  fair  Marina ;  but  in  no  wise. 
Till  he'i  had  done  his  sacrifice. 
As  Dian  bade :  whereto  being  bound. 
The  interim,  pray  you,  all  confound/ 
In  feather'd  briefness  sails  are  filFd, 
And  wishes  fall  out  as  they're  will'd. 
At  Ephesus  the  temple  see. 
Our  king,  and  all  his  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon. 
Is  by  your  fancy's  thankful  boon.*  [£jrtY. 

SCENE  III. 

ITie  Temple  of  DidLiidL  at  Ephesus;  Thais  a  standing  near 
the  Altar,  as  High-priestess  ;  a  number  of  Virgins  on  each 
side:  Cerimon,  and  other  Inhabitants  of  Ephesus  o/- 
tending. 

Enter  Pericles,  with  Ms  Train;    Lysimachus,  Heli- 

CANUs,  Marina,  and  a  Lady. 

Per.  Hail  Dian !  to  perform  thy  just  command, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre ; 
Who,  frighted  from  my  country,  did  wed 
The  fair  Thaisa,  at  Pentapolis. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  call'd  Marina ;  who,  O  goddess, 

\  He — "]  i.  e.  PtricUs.  «• confound.'] — here  signifies  contuMin 

9 thanl^ul  boonJ]  i.  e,  Tht  boon /or  which  tM  thank  ^u.— Stbitsm9» 
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Wears  yet  thy  silver  livery.^    She  at  Tharsoa 
Was  nars'd  Mrith  Cleon ;  whom  at  fourteen  years 
He  sought  to  murder :  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  against  whose  shore 
Riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard  us^ 
Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembrance,  she 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

Thai.  .  Voice  and  favour  !-r 

You  are,  you  are — O  royal  Pericles ! —  \^She  faints. 

Per.  What  means  the  woman  ?  she  dies !  help,  gen- 
tlemen ! 

Cer.  Noble  sir. 
If  you  have  told  Diana's  altar  true. 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per^  Reverend  appearer,  no; 

I  threw  her  o'erboard  with  these  very  arms, 

Cer.  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 

Per;  Tis  most  certain* 

Cer.  Look  to  the  lady; — O,  she's  but  o'erjoy'd. 
Early,  one  blust'ring  morn,  this  lady  was 
Thrown  on  this  shore.     I  op'd  the  co£Bn,  and 
Found  there  rich  jewels ;  recovered  her,  and  plac'd  her 
Here  in  Dian's  temple. 

Per.  May  we  see  them  ? 

Cer.  Great  sir,  they  shall  be  brought  you  to  my  hoQse» 
Whither  I  invite  you.     Look !  Thaisa  is 
Recovered. 

Thai.  O,  let  me  look ! 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 
Will  to  my  sense"  bend  no  licentious  ear. 
But  curb  it  spite  of  seeing.     O,  my  lord. 
Are  yon  not  Pericles  ?    Like  him  you  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  Did  you  not  name  a  tempest, 
A  birth,  and  death? 

Per.  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa ! 

Thai.  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead. 
And  drown'd. 

'  — ^  thy  tilver  livery.l  i.  e.  Her  white  robe  of  mnoeenee,  as  being  yet  imdtt 
the  protection  of  the  goddefls  of  chastity. — Percy. 
-]  Here  used  for  snuuoZ  pamum. 
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Per.  Immortal  Dian ! 

2%ai.  Now  I  know  you  better,-—     • 

When  we  with  tears  parted  Bentapolis^ 
The  king,  my  father,  gave  you  such  a  ring. 

iShowi  a  Bhig* 

Per.  This,  this :  no  more,  you  gods !  your  present 
kindness 
Makes  my  past  miseries  sport ;  You  shall  do  well. 
That  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 
Melt,  and  no  more  be  seen.    O,  come,  be  buried 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar.  My  heart 

Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom. 

(Kneels  to  Thaisa. 

Per.  Look,  who  kneels  here !  Flesh  of  thy  flesh,  Thaisa; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
For  she  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Blessed,  and  mine  own  I 

Hel.  Hail,  madam,  and  my  queen ! 

Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

Per.  You  have  heard  me  say^  when  I  did  fly  from  Tyre, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute. 
Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  man  ? 
I  have  nam'd  him  oft. 

Thai.  Twas  Helicanus  then. 

Per.  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa ;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long  to  hear  how  you  were  found ; 
How  possibly  preserv'd ;  and  whom  to  thank, 
Besides  the  gods  for  this  great  miracle. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon,  my  lord ;  this  man 
Through  whom  the  gods  have  shown  their  power;  that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  you. 

Per.  Reverend  sir. 

The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
More  like  a  god  than  you.    Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-lives  ? 

Cer.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Beseech  you,  first  ^o  with  me  to  my  house, 
HTiere  shall  be  sbown  >fOu  all  ^a&  (band  with  her; 
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How  she  came  placed  here  within  the  temple ; 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pore  Diana! 

I  bless  thee  for  thy  vision,  and  will  offer 
My  night  oblations  to  thee.    Thaisa, 
This  prince,  the  fidr-betrothed''  of  your  daughter. 
Shall  marry  her  at  Pentapdlis.    And  now 
This  ornament  that  makes  me  look  so^dismal. 
Will  I,  my  lov'd  Marina,  clip  to  form ; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touched. 
To  grace  thy  marriage-day,  FU  beautify. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon  hath  letters  of  good  credit. 
Sir,  that  my  father's  dead. 

Per.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him!    Yet  there,  my 
queen. 
We'll  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves 
Will  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  following  days ; 
Our  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay. 
To  hear  the  rest  untold. — Sir,  lead  the  way.         lExeunt: 

Enter  Gow]feB. 

Gaw.  In  Antioch,'  and  his  daughter,  you  have  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  due  and  just  reward : 
In  Pericles,  his  queen,  and  daughter,  seen 
(Although  assail'd  with  fortune  fierce  and  keen,) 
Virtue  preserved  from  fell  destruction's  blast. 
Led  on  by  heaven,  and  crown'd  with  joy  at  last. 
In  Helicanus  may  you  well  descry 
A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty : 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  aye  wears. 
For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fame 
Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honour'd  name 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn  ; 
That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  bum. 
The  gods  for  murder  seemed  so  content 
To  punish  them ;  although  not  done,  but  meant* 

the  fair-betrothed — ]  i,  e.  Fairly  contracted,  honowraMy  cffianeid* 


y  In  Antioek,"]  i  e.  AntUxhui* 


476  PERICLES. 

So  on  your  patience  evermore  attending. 

New  joy  wait  on  you  !  Here  our  play  has  ending. 

[JBxiV  GOWBB." 

*  To  a  fonner  edition  of  thif  plav  were  flubjomed  two  Dissertatioiis :  one 
written  by  Mr.  Steeyens,  the  other  by  me.  In  the  latter  1  urged  toch  argu- 
ments as  then  appeared  to  me  to  hare  weight,  to  proTe  that  it  was  the  endi« 
work  of  Shakspeare,  and  one  of  his  earliest  compositions.  Mr.  Steerens  on 
the  other  hand  maintained,  that  it  was  originally  the  prodnction  of  some 
elder  playwright,  and  afterwards  improved  by  our  poet,  whose  hand  was  ac- 
knowledged to  be  visible  in  many  scenes  throughout  the  play.  On  a  review 
of  the  various  arguments  which  each  of  us  produced  in  favour  of  his  own  hy- 
pothesis, I  am  now  convinced  that  the  theory  of  Mr.  Steevens  was  right,  and 
have  no  difficulty  in  acknowledging  mv  own  to  be  erroneous. 

This  play  was  entered  on  the  Stationers'  books,  together  with  Antmnf  and 
CUcpatra,  in  the  year  1608,  by  Edward  Blount,  a  bookseUer  of  eminence,  and 
one  of  the  publisners  of  the  first  folio  edition  of  Shakspeare's  works.  It  was 
printed  with  his  name  in  the  title-page,  in  his  lifetime :  but  this  circomstaace 
proves  nothing  i  because,  by  the  knavery  of  booksellers,  other  pieces  were  also 
ascribed  to  him  in  his  lifetune,  of  which  he  indubitably  wrote  not  a  line.  Nor 
is  it  necessary  to  urge,  in  support  of  its  genuineness,  that  at  a  iubaeqiaent  pe- 
riod it  was, ascribed  to  him  by  several  dramatick  writers.  I  wish  not  to  rely 
on  any  circumstance  of  that  kind ;  because,  in  all  questions  of  this  nature, 
internal  evidence  is  the  best  that  can  be  produced,  and  to  eveiv  penon  inti- 
mately acquainted  with  our  poet's  writings,  must  in  the  present  case  be  de- 
cisive. The  congenial  sentiments,  the  numerous  expressions  bearing  a  strildag 
similitude  to  passages  in  his  undisputed  plays,  some  of  the  incidents,  the  situ- 
ation of  many  of  the  persons,  and  in  various  places  the  colour  of  the  style,  all 
these  combine  to  set  tne  seal  of  Shakspeare  on  the  play  before  us,  andrarnish 
US  with  internal  and  irresistible  proofis,  that  a  considerable  portion  of  this 
piece,  as  it  now  appears,  was  written  by  him.  The  greater  part  of  the  last 
three  acts  may,  I  think,  on  this  ground  be  safely  ascribed  to  him ;  and  hia 
hand  may  be  traced  occasionally  in  the  other  two  divisions. 

To  alter,  new-model,  and  improve  the  unsuccessful  dramas  of  preceding 
writers,  was,  I  believe,  much  more  common  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare  than  is 
generally  supposed.  This  piece  having  been  thus  new-modelled  by  our  poet, 
and  enriched  with  many  happy  strokes  from  his  pen,  is  unquestionably  entitled 
to  that  place  among  his  works,  which  it  has  now  obhiTWiwl<  mMslow. 
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